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PREFACE. 



Apteb fifteen years of painful experience as an out* 
east, yet impnlsiye bachelor, during which long trial 
my poor heart has many a time known what it was to 
fast for months, I may, I presume, be considered 
something of an authority on the ever interesting 
subject of courtship. 

During that uinpleasant eternity of unrequited 
affection I made many notes. I noted especially that 
a youth who, to use delicate language, has the wide 
world before him, and his way to make through it like 
a poor mole, will constantly find his sublimest impulses 
blighted on the score that love will never dwell in the 
same house with poverty. Once, my expectations 
being sufficiently good to sanction a time bargain, I 
was requested to wait ten years for my blessing, 
because it was written that those who wed in haste 
repent at leisure. Yet when the time of plenty 
arriyed, and my boast that I did not ovr^ «b ^etarj Vck 
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the world was believed in, I was many times informed 
that no union could possibly be l^appy unless it sprang 
from affection only ; indeed my informants seemed to 
consider it was noble that the contracting parties 
should be in the puzzling position of not knowing 
which way to turn for a penny, the theory being that 
to marry for money was wicked and revolting. 

Yes, I have been pilloried with these maxims, 
all of which are false and contradictory. False, 
because I could — ^Heaven be praised — tell of twenty 
instances where men, women, po^v^rty, and love have 
for years lived together under the same roof ; where 
poverty had the house so entirely to itself that the 
other three were forced to cling closely together to 
make it worth while their living. Contradictory, be- 
cause I could tell of runaway matches by the score, 
none of which have been, tipped with brimstone ; of 
maidens who have speculated even to Australia, who 
have landed one day and become wives the next, such 
haste to the wedding, being almost unprecedented in 
the annals of matrimony ; yet far from regretting this 
railroad speed on the marriage lines, these maidens 
were contented ever afterwards, and perhaps from 
having plenty of work to do had no leisure to repent. 

How can any certain rules for married bliss be laid 
down when men and women are so uncertain. The 
ball is rolling, gentlemen \ make your game^ ladies ; all 
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cf you «re armed with infallible methods for winning, 
yet half of yon will be ruined. 

As a man, I should say, that no marriage can pos- 
sibly be happy unless the wife allows the husband to 
do just as he likes. I would also suggest that from 
the moment the wedding is over the wife should for 
the "remainder of her life make love to her husband. 
Ambitious man feels lazy after his conquest. He has 

made his bed, and likes to lie on it. 

The moral of this book is a very long one. 

T^mt, I have endeavoured to show that little men 
ought to be contented with spinsters of an average 
stature, and not be greedy ; that such ill-proportioned 
matches beget ridicule ; that being laughed at destroys 
the temper ; that the moment the temper is destroyed 
quarrelling begins, and love flies out at the key-hole. 

Secondly, I vehemently protest against fine women 
taking advantage of their stately figures, who have en- 
trapped diminutive gentlemen into making themselves 
absurd, afterwards despising their unfortunate little 
swains for their aifectionate mistake ; I insist that 
marriage should never be a mere cash transaction ; 
that it is wrong to captivate the giddy lover into 
settlements, and also that after the fair one has sold 
herself, it is especially unjust for her to cheat her buyer 
out of his purchase; that a fine woman, however much 
she despises her small husband, is impudeutAoV^^N.^ 
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the laugh against him, and simpljr destroys the respect- 
ability of the partnership ; that splendid angels should 
no more break oaths than plain creatures; that 
they should neither cheat, insult, nor tyrannize; in fact, 
that they should be as good, virtuous, gentle j and 
loving as they promised to be when their little men 
were sighing at their sides and clasping their little 
hands in the fulness of their little hearts. 

All this has been written before, and, until the 
world ends, will be written again. The facts are 
patent, and I only claim as my invention, that I have 
changed the cog-wheels and rearranged the machinery. 
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CHAPTEB I. 

XZTBSHES MEET. 

Of all the gratuitous sights which a gentleman with 
a little spare time on his hands maj witness in 
I/ondon, the most barbarous, in my judgment, is to 
see a brawny, greasy-headed, blood-stained butcher 
tugging at the hind-leg of a frantic sheep, and 
pulling it into the shop where the red carcases are 
hanging. A cab-horse down is a painful gratuitous 
sight, so is a dog run over, or a reeling, drunken 
woman carrying a baby head downwards, but neither 
of these strike me as being so powerfully cruel as the 
doomed sheep. I am certainly partial to tender, well- 
dressed mutton — my teeth being fine performers and 
my stomach in steady working order ; but whenever 
I behold the poor sheep jerking its unlucky leg for 
dear life, knowing that it can smell the odours of the 
slaughter-house, and that in a few hours its doom 
must be joints, I am tempted to take the unlucky 
mntton^B side in the struggle ; to beat the lazy errand- 
boys who are laughing; and, seiung t\i^"\i\3L\.^ct\yj 
^ le^ let Mm jerk a little. 



2 riNEST aiBL IK BLOOMSBUBT. 

Another curious effect this unfortunate beast has 
upon me, is to remind me of a very dear friend of 
mine, Adolphus Ickle, the greatest martyr I ever had 
the honour of being introduced to, a smiling innocent, 
who, like the sheep, seemed to have come up from his 
native meadows for the express purpose of being de- 
' voured alive. 

I have, ladies and gentlemen of the jury, had my 
trials in life, and the chastening has softened me, as 
beating does oakum, and made me downright sym- 
pathetic. I at present possess a heart that can feel 
for another. "When a man with a hunger in him that 
could swallow a round of beef like a pill, has been 
forced to dine off a cup of coffee, it teaches him a little 
humanity for the poor wretch who vows he hasn't 
tasted food for two days. When rags and tatters 
shuffle after me, mumbling about pence to pay fop a 
night's lodging, I remember the night when I was 
locked out, and had to take a shake-down on a park 
bench, in a dress coat and open-worked shirt-front. 
Nothing like a little practical siffferingfor humanizing 
us ! I know a gentleman who will only give alms to 
beggars marked with the small-pox, because he nearly 
died of the disease. 

But, bless my dear heart! what, after all, have 
been my petty miseries of money gone and credit 
stopped ; of long days to live, and nothing to live on, 
and no one to live with ? The tooth that ached so 
badly is long since out, the pain is forgotten, and I 
can crack nuts again with any boy in the fisiir. My 
bundle of troubles came upon me twig by twig, and 
the lightest, very kindly, was the first to strike me, 
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But imagine, if you can, what must be the anguish of 
that unhappy mortal who never knew but one tremen- 
dous, irreparable misfortune ; who, after living twenty- 
five delicious years, suddenly discovers that it were 
better he had never been bom ; upon whose unguarded 
head the load of stony, flint-hearted persecution was 
shot out in one crushing shower, that pounded and 
broke him up entirely. 

Such was the lot of my esteemed friend, AdolphuB 
Ickle, Esq. He, too, fell among butchers, who hurried 
him into the shambles. A sweet-minded man, with 
tender blue eyes and weak ankles, but such a heart I 

It is a bad thing to be too happy ; it makes the 
mind grow fat and lazy. Grief is a capital spring 
medicine for keeping the brain healthy and brisk. If 
misfortune could be made, like a locomotive, to blow 
a whistle before it rushes upon us, and give us time 
to clear the rails, then we might sleep securely on our 
rose leaves. But the sour-faced jade sneaks at our 
heels, pouncing upon us as we trot along sioging ; she 
is a policeman in plain clothes, with an umbrella in 
his hand, but the rattle and staff in his pocket. 

Fortify yourselves with a course of mild perse- 
cutions ; train for the great combat ; that, when the 
pummeling begins, you may suffer with a pleasant 
smile and engaging manner. Accept accommodation 
bills, and be sued on them ; and on the day the bank 
breaks the shock will be considerably eased. The 
man who has roared with the gout thinks groaning 
with rheumatism an agreeable change of pain. Un- 
fortunate Adolphus Ickle, your one great spiteful 
misery flew at you at the very moment you were 
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boasting to be the happiest man alive. Wretched 
young man, where art thou ? 

I was first introduced- to Adolphus about twelve 
hours after he was born. He was lying in a flannel 
as hot as a crumpet ; and when the nurse said I might 
touch him, I stroked him as I would a kitten, and 
said " poor." Innocent times, my friends, mild, and 
free from humbug. 

Our fathers were neighbours — their fields joined. 
My pa, of a morning, would walk acro&s his four hun- 
dred acres, and at a certain boundary hedge meet 
Adolphus's pa, who had walked over his four hundred 
acres, where they would shake hands over a gap, and 
inquire after the healths of the ladies, and then, easier 
in their minds, return to breakfast. His ma and 
my ma obliged one another with presents of early 
vegetables, settings of choice eggs, and patterns for 
dressmaking. So, from our earliest days, I and tho 
martyred Adolphus were companions. 

The difference between us was, I had five brothers, 
and he was an only child. He could always have a 
pot of jam by crying for it, I always had the biroh if 
I even looked like tears. When we played together, 
the toys were all his (excepting a bursted ball, he 
wouldn't even look at), and as soon as he was tired of 
his rocking-horse, they bought him a pony. He was 
a lucky fellow ; but he didn't know it then. I was 
brought up to be hardy, and I was very glad when the 
bringing up was completed, for it hurt. 

My father was a strict, peculiar man, who held 
uncomfortable opinions as to rearing a child'— tonestj 
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a&d valuable tenets, of course, that did him great 
justice, but were very hard upon the child, and caused 
it great pain. My constitution is undeniably fine ; 
but-I think, if the question had been put to me, I 
should have preferred being less healthy and more 
petted. For fifteen years I breakfasted on porridge 
flavoured with salt, and never tasted a pie or pudding, 
unless it was made with beef, mutton, or liver. "When 
a lad is every day kept at Latin eilercises for six hours, 
he wants a few luxuries, and a fruit pudding is the 
correct thing. 

Again, cold b&ths, when the ice has to be broken, 
is pushing health to an extreme that is very like being 
frozen to death. Neither do I consider bread seven 
days old better to digest than yesterday's baking, con- 
sidering that it eats something like pumice-stone, and 
crunches with the noise of cinders. 

And how was that rival child, eight hundred acres 
distant from me, faring all this time ? Was he being 
brought up " hardy ?" Lucky fellow ! no. He dined 
with his doting parents, treated like a Prince of Wales. 
His slice from the joint was the brown one, the very 
identical slice I was always longing after ; and if he 
asked for twice of cherry-pie, his ma was in raptures, 
and cried with joy, ** Dear boy, what an appetite he 
has !" If he came in warm from playing, his forehead 
was bathed with eau-4e- Cologne, till it was a treat to 
smell him; if the night was cold, a fire was lighted in 
his bed-room, and he could dance on the hearth* 
rug. Sometimes it was considered that half-a-glass 
of port would do him good ; and thin bread and 
butter or hot toast were among his delkioM^ "^x^ 
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visions. Tet he never suffered from a weak consti- 
tution, that I heard of. I have seen him ohliged to 
undo his belt after dinner ; but I never knew for a 
fact that it materially affected his digestion — only 
stretched him a little. 

The moment I was sixteen I was sent into the 
world, just as a horse, the instant it is strong enough 
to work, has a saddle clapped on its back. I was 
packed off by a second-class carriage, with two suits 
of clothes and six shirts, to struggle with the world, 
and support myself if I could, or let myself fall if I 
couldn't. They saw I had a genteel look, and made a 
doctor of me. I began my studies by pilfering all 
the lozenges in the dispensary bottles, and, on the 
whole, rather liked the profession, especially the rose- 
drops. 

It was in the middle of my maturer studies — 
whilst I was walking the hospitals and colouring clay 
pipes, studying anatomy and perfecting myself in gin- 
punch^— that my old crony, Adolphus Ickle, arrived in 
London. Both his fond parents were dead, having 
first made their wHls in bis favour, and then, having 
nothing more to give him, promising to watch over 
and protect him ; doing, in fact, everything they 
coidd for their child in this world, and going to their 
extreme tether as to the next. 

But they couldn't prevent, with all their love, his 
falling into the sickness of despair, so that he was netir 
to death. His mother had died as he kissed her. He 
told me, as he wept, that he felt her last breath on his 
cheek, and even showed me the place. I never knew 
such an affectionate family. After being six years in 
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London, it was a treat to witness such kindness of 
heart. 

Thus was Adolphus Ickle started in life, with 
twelve hundred pounds a-year to help him stand his 
ground. Virtuous young man, after all, he could not 
do it. I, with my deal box and the run of the sur- 
gery, — I, who had never had a penny of my own until 
I picked one up in Oxford Street, — I, in the end, 
managed the fight with better luck than he. I can 
now pull my own night-bell as often as I choose, and 
How up my own errand-boy when I feel low-spirited, 
or command my maid to rub up my own brass door- 
plate, till it shines like a sun — a door-plate on which 
is engraved, in fancy type, my name — " John Todd, 
SiTBasoK. Vacoikatiok Geatis." 

But I have no business to talk of my night-bell 
yet. I must return to my hard-up starving days 
when Adolphus first came to London. 

I found it a tough struggle to fill my stomach, 
cover my back, and keep up a bed-room on my allow- 
ance of fifty pounds a-year. I believed in those days, 
that it was impossible to be miserable on three pounds 
a-week. Li my eyes Adolphus was the happiest man 
♦live, — as happy as the day was long, though every day 
was a twenty-first of June. Se lived in splendour 
and profusion — J was in debt at my coffee-house, and 
my landlady was always on the watch that I took no 
bundles out of the house. She would even run after 
me to feel my pockets when they looked full. 

Sometimes my envy of his good fortune nearly 
reached hatred, notably on that very wet day when 
the sole of my left boot was nearly off*, and I beheld 
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in his dreBsing-room at least tfairtj pairs — nearly 
new; again, on the morning after I had been two 
hours mending my coat with white thread dyed black 
in the ink-bottle, when I saw him give his valet a 
Chesterfield said to be worn out, but which I can 
assure you, on my word, would have been the admira- 
tion of the entire Middlesex, and made a king of me 
for life ; I hinted so to him, but I regret to say he was 
afraid of wounding my feelings by such gifts, though 
it was a beautiful coat, with a velvet collar too. 

Courted by all, in debt to none, is it strange if I 
wished at times that I were the lucky Ickle, and he 
the unfortunate Todd, who every morning that he 
woke would most certainly have his landlady tapping 
at his door and asking if it was convenient to settle. 

His life was so extraordinarily pampered. I'll give 
you an example : I one day called at his chambers 
(four splendid rooms, and I. L ! existing in a garret, 
with only a bit of carpet big enough for a street 
tumbler to dance on), and found him at breakfast 
(game pie, ham and eggs, and he not hungry, whilst 
I had eaten nothing but a beastly penny loaf since 
morning). 

" Holloa ! Dolly," I cried, " not breakfasted? I've 
a good mind to lunch with you,'' I added, going 
straight to the pie. '' Out dancing f " I inquired, 
with my mouth full, for I am very quick in my actions. 

*^ Yes,'' he replied ,* '' I didn't leave Lady Saladina 
Lobsterville's until five. Have some sherry P" 

A man who is glad to get beer, and on even solemn 
occasions, such as his own birthday, only indulges 
in bottled stout, always accepts sherry. Still, consi- 
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dering my old chum's means, I thick he might have 
made it champagne, which I was remarkably fond of, 
never having tasted it. 

** Fine women, of course, at this swell dance f " I 
inquired. 

"Heavenly," he replied, sighing; "and so very 
kind ! Tm to go to a pic-nic next week." 

That comes, I thought, of having twelve hundred 
a-year. No pic-nics for poor fellows on one pound 
a-week, like me. Your Lady Saladina Lobstervilles 
don't care for such as I am, confound her, though I 
can sing a good song too. 

The groom entered to know at what time the cab 
should be brought round, or whether his master would 
ride in the park. "Have a canter to Bichmond?'* 
Dolly asked, looking at me. 

I call such a question an insult. He must have 
seen that I had shoes on, and a glance at my knees 
must have convinced him that if I attempted to put 
my foot in the stirrup, the cloth would have split like 
wet blotting-paper. The groom (a magnificently- 
dressed vagabond, and plump as a prince) would have 
grinned as I replied, ** Can't possibly, got business," 
only I kept my eye on him very fiercely. 

Presently several letters were brought to him. 
They were all scented and pleasant to the sniff. One 
was from Lady Bumbleton Thunders, offering him a 
seat in her opera-box ; another was from Sir Tatter 
de Mallion, pressing him to a dinner; a third was, I 
imagine, from a young lady, because he blushed as he 
opened it, md an embroidered book-marker fell on 
the carpet. 
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Everything I witnessed, every little event that 
happened seemed to point at me, and reproach me for 
my poverty. That invitation to hear a band of Italians 
shout and squeal till their throats ached — those re- 
quests to join in the enervating excesses of degrading 
gormandizing, it would have been my happy lot to 
answer and accept, if I had only been bom on the 
other side of a hedge with a gap in it. 

Yes, kneel to wealth ; truckle to Twelve Hundred 
a-year ; but turn your stuck-up backs on honest Pound 
a-week, and let the close-fisted landlady do her worst 
on his scanty wardrobe. That is the harsh world's 
creed. This Adolphus Ickle, with his superb dressing- 
case adorned with real silver mountings — this man, 
the Mend of my youth, who, not contented with one 
hair-brush, actually possessed four with ivory backs — 
this fop, with his different coloured and variously 
smelling pomatums — he was the man of their choice ; 
he was the darling of their ignorant fancy. Such is 
the power'of money in the nineteenth century. 

After all, what a mean, vulgar, despicable thing is 
money — ^how impotent, Ijow worthless! After you 
have eaten your pound of mutton and finished your 
quartern loaf, is Croesus a better man ? Can you for 
.all the gold in Lombard Street have another foot 
added to your height ? or could the wealth of Baron 
Attenborough himself change a snub nose into a 
Grecian ? No ; and that is where we six-foot, hard- 
up, well-made fellows have the advantage over your 
rich, attenuated dwarfs.. 

Little Dolly Ickle, in his twenty-third year, stood 
—-stretch himself as he would — only four feet ten in hia 
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feet. That was the canker at bis heart. I have seen 
him stare, first, at my noble legs, and sigh ; then sadly 
raise his eyes to my majestic chest, and sigh again ; 
and lastly, fix his admiring gaze 09 my imposing nose, 
«nd think to himself how gladly he would give half 
his income to purchase such limbs and features. 

But it can't be done, my little friend. Go and 
console yourself on strawberries five shillings the 
ounce — ^that is your luck in life ; bat my athletic 
frame and classic nose are mine, and Til keep 'em. 
Tou rich felloWs can't have it all your owa way ; you 
are good for trade, we supply the beauty. 

He was a sickly, stunted little man, looking pale 
and feeble, as if a school-girl could thrash him. In 
his dressing-room, on the mantel-shelf, were medicine 
bottles and pill boxes ; these labelled '^ the tonic, to be 
taken night and morning ;" those inscribed " two be- 
fore every meal." He had brought to London with 
him prescriptions from the doctor in the country, 
"who knew his constitution thoroughly;" and he 
dropped his guineas in Saville Eow to physicians who 
never bothered themselves whether he had a constitu- 
tion or not. His mother, before dying, had presented 
him with, what she called, a health almanack ; an 
elaborate work compiled by the fond parent, after 
close study, for her beloved son's guidance, telling 
him what clothing and medicine he was to put on 
and put off on certain days of the year. From the 
1st of October to the end of November was one long 
pathetic entreaty to "my dearest Dolly" to keep his 
little eye on the weather, and at the twisting of a 
weather-cock, see that his flannels were vi^ell aired, his 
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great-coat ready brushed, and his woollens in good 
order. I was greatly affected by some affectionate 
remarks on the value of a hareskin for the chest, and 
the blessing of an extra blanket. The whole work 
was interspersed with admirable reflections on do- 
mestic comfort, such as, ** always bum a night-light,** 
or " look to your embrocation stuffs." Neither were 
medical receipts omitted, among which was one for 
*' a famous nettle tea for sweetening the blood," and 
" your father's favourite pill," 

It was positively absurd to witness the despairing 
efforts my dear Dolly was constantly making in the 
hopes of looking taller than he was or could be. The 
heels to his boots were two inches high ; his hat was 
as lofby as a drain-pipe ; and, by the powers, he started 
a Brutus. When walking he drew himself up so pain- 
fully straight, and kept his little legs so stiff, it was a 
wonder he didn't snap somewhere. 

He had the failing, too, of all small men : he was a 
devoted admirer of tall ladies. I never could get bim 
past a woman six feet high. There he would stick 
staring at the strapping angel, and crying out, " By 
Jove, what a superb creature ; I do call her a noble 
woman, if you like." 

As I rather incline to petite ladies, these rhap- 
sodies were very unpleasant, not to say absurd, to me. 
It was too ridiculous to see this little dandy fellow 
staring up into the superb creature's bonnet, with his 
head thrown back as if looking at the clock of St. 
Paul's. I infinitely prefer having to bend down my 
head and gaze into the upturned face of my darling. 
At any rate, though it may be a mere matter of fancy, 
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the pioture presented to the casual observer must be 
more impressiye/ and I should fanoj the girl must 
feel it more powerfully. 

At the present moment, I believe my friend Adol- 
phus Ickle is at Geneva. He is an exile from his 
native land, vrandering, by rail, over foreign climes. 
When I think of him, and recall the memories of our 
youth, the happy day vrhen I shared in all his luxuries, 
and wiUingly obliged him with my maturer wisdom in 
his perplexities, the tear dims my eye, or the sigh 
rends my bosom, and I get into such a rage with him 
for making such a fool of himself, that I could knock 
his little head off. 

Of course we do not expect these small men to 
have so much sense in them as we big six-foot fellows 
possess. Naturally there isn't the room in them. 
But surely they might be decently sensible. How- 
ever, it is too late now to moan and groan. The only 
circumstance attending his downfall which painfully 
affects me is, that I believe it was partially owing to 
my agency. Yes, I confess I was the indirect cause 
of his sorrow. But yet .... 

Perhaps you had better judge for yourselves. 

On Sunday morniDgs Adolphus always expected 
me to breakfast with him, not only because he liked 
my lively conversation, or that my merry anecdotes 
of hospital experience cheered him, but I do sincerely 
believe he was delighted to secure his hard-up friend 
at least one sumptuous repast in the week. He was 
not far out either, for those breakfasts of his were un- 
pommonly useful to me ; and I appreciated his motives. 

Que Sabbath I arrived at his chambers tired and 
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distressed with my long walk, and wondering whether 
he would have dried salmon that day. Considering 
I had come from Islington, you can understand my 
disappointment on being informed that Mr. Ickle was 
unwell and breakfasting in his bed-room. 

I was considerably disgusted, not to say pained. 
Still, mastering my feelings, I advanced to his bed- 
side, and, sure enough, I discovered him in the act of 
sipping from his solitary cup of tea. This neglect so 
bruised me, that even when the little chap turned up 
his eyes, and, pulling a face as long as my leg, mur- 
mured that he had not slept all night from the tooth- 
ache, I could barely be civil, for my hunger was almost 
up to cannibalism pitch ; I felt spasms setting in ; 
and, above all things, I dislike being trifled with at 
meal-times. 

However, as a medical man, I tendered my pro- 
fessional advice. It was a case of slight cold, accom- 
panied by acute dental agony. I laughingly told him 
we would soon put him right ; and that the best thing 
he could do was to jump up and eat a good breakfast. 
But he was obstinate. 

Very well, my friend, I thought to myself, you 
coolly ask me here to breakfast, and then forget all 
about it — do you? I'll punish you! The dentist 
shall avenge my wrongs ! Before I had finished a 
biscuit and a glass of sherry, I had convinced him 
that the wisest thing he could do, was to have the 
tooth out. 

He asked if it would hurt much ? I snapped my 
fingers, and hinted that it was rather a pleasant sen- 
sation than otherwise. 



XXTBEMEB MEET. 1^ 

My principle through life has always been to 
assist my friends. If I have it in my power to confer 
a benefit, I run my mind's eye over the list of my 
acquaintances, and select the one I think will most 
probably have it in his power to return the service, 
Now, I was very friendly with a young fellow at the 
Middlesex, called Bob De Cade ; in fact, to this day I 
have three of his false collars among my linen. His 
father was in the dentist trade, driving a first-rate 
ready-money business in Bloomsbury Square — a mag- 
nificent house, with a great show of muslin curtains 
and varnished street-door. 

The old boy must have been worth a pretty penny 
merely judging from the establishment he kept up. 
There was a footman in florid livery — a kind of pris- 
matic flunky, as if he had taken a rainbow to his tailor 
and had it made into a suit of clothes ; whose business 
it was to escort the bad teeth into the waiting-room ; 
and there was a valet got up in the bottle of port wine 
style — all black, with a dab of white near th6 neck — 
whose sole duty it was to tell the bad teeth when they 
might come and be drawn. I know, too, that old 
Baphael De Cade made hundreds by his metallic stop- 
ping, to say nothing of the Dentifrice de Jericho, his 
patent incorrodible soft gums, or his discounting. It 
would be ten shillings in the old boy*s pocket, and he 
might ask me to his next evening party. So I told 
the cab to drive to Bloomsbury Square, 

Toothaches are nasty things to deal with; they 

are so frivolous and deceiving. The moment we 

'reached the dentist's varnished door, Dolly shied ab 

the knocker and tried to be off, declaring he "^t^ 
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cured. In yain I commanded him to be a man and 
step inside. He was as white as a plaster image, and, 
to add to his horror, old Baphael De Cade made his 
appearance at the parlour window, with his wristbands 
tucked back, amusing himself by polishing the most 
infernal machine of torture I ever beheld. 

My dear Dolly bolted with the speed of a wild cat. 
I followed, knowing that the exercise must promote 
vigorous circulation of the blood and bring back the 
toothache. Sure enough I found my young friend at 
the comer of Oxford Street seated on a door-step, 
nursing his head and lowing like a calf. 

Consoling him, we retraced our steps, and in a 
few moments he was seated in the sacrificial arm- 
chair, clutching at its sides as if he thought it would 
kick and throw him, whilst old De Cade ambled around 
him, hiding behind his back as cold-blooded a looking 
weapon as ever was invented, that looked like an in- 
tricate cork-screw with a touch of the boot-hook, and 
distantly related to Trotman's anchor. I left the 
room to smoke a pipe with Bob in his rooms. 

Presently — after perhaps six whiffs, before I had 
even touched my stout — ^we heard a scream — a thrilling 
scream, that seemed as if coming up two flights of 
stairs had done it good — as if six bagpipes had ex- 
ploded. 

We jumped to our legs and darted down-stairs 
like antelopes. Mrs. De Cade was at the drawing- 
room door asking the maid how she dared " do that ?" 
Miss De Cade, looking down the well staircase, fran- 
tically ordering the rainbow footman to see if the gas 
was turned off. 
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But I knew the voice, and made for the operating- 
room, and there, stretched out in the sacriEcial chair, 
was the delicate victim, fainted and pale, with old 
Eaphael unconcernedly wiping his murderous weapon, 
and evidently pleased with its performance. 

" A molaris, and tight," was the only explanation 
the strong- wristed barbarian thought it necessary to 
give. 

I roared for wine," brandy, burnt feathers, vinegar, 
and smelling-salts, but the heartless old assassin merely 
smiled, and said, " He'll be all right directly. I've 
seen hundreds — it hurt him." 

Hurt him ! I should think it did. 

" Do you know, sir," I cried, advancing threaten- 
ingly to old De Cade ; " do you know, sir, that my 
friend has twelve hundred pounds a-year in his own 
right, and is this very day invited out to dine with a 
nobleman ?" 

" God bless me ! I had no idea of it !" he replied,* 
popping down his iniquitous scarifier, and trotting 
actively to the door. 

It was evident that he had carried up-stairs with 
him the news of Dolly's wealth and aristocratic, 
friendships ; for before I had finished counting the 
patient's pulse, in rushed Mrs. De Cade with the 
brandybottle, and presently in flew Miss Anastatia 
in an interesting flutter from hunting for the smell- 
ing-salts, as she said ; but I knew better, for when I 
passed her on the stairs, she had no collar on, neither 
was her elegant person adorned with that cameo 
brooch, or that gold chain, or those slightly-soiled 
white gloT^s. 
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To make up for the time lost at her toilet, Miss 
Anastatia took the case to heart very rapidly, in- 
Bisting that Dr. Le Dert, of Guildford Street, a 
friend of theirs, should instantly be sent for, and in- 
quiring anxiously, as she slapped Dolly's little hands, 
whether I would stake my reputation, as a profes- 
sional man, that there was hope. 

It was a very trying scene, and between the 
mother and daughter I was half crazed. The one 
kept on thrusting a glass of brandy and water into 
my hand, spilling it down my sleeve, and ordering me 
(as if I was a villain) to " make him sip," — so con- 
fusing me that I actually drank it myself; the other 
jerked at my coat, pathetically asking for " hope," ,a3 
if she thought I had got some in my pocket, and 
wouldn't give it her. 

Even when Dolly opened his eyes, and heaved a 
Bigh that would have done for flute-playing, Miss 
Anastatia could scarcely reassure herself that he was 
in safety, but, pointing to his trembling lids, vowed 
that life was on the quiver, and rushed from the 
apartment to order a mustard poultice, as the only 
thing in the world that would coax a man into living 
a little longer. 

This unfortunate day, however, ended better than 
it began ; and I will say, the entire family behaved 
to Adolphus with a kindness almost unparalleled in 
the annals of dentistry. 

The moment I suggested that Dolly ought to re- 
pose himself a little before he woul4 be fit to return 
home, Mrs. De Cade rushed up-stairs to the drawing- 
room, and in a trice the chintz^coverings were torn 
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from the rose damask furniture, whilst Miss Anas- 
tatia, fetching her own pillow, plumped it up with 
her own hands, and arranged it comfortably on the 
»ofa. 

We left the unlucky little man rubbing his cheek, 
all of US staying for a moment at the door to entreat 
him to sleep, if it was only for our sakes, though it 
was obvious that if he slept for anybody's sake it 
would be for his own. 

Attention in a medical man is a stern duty, so 
after smoking till my tongue was parched, I left Bob, 
and yisited my patient. I found him awake, and still 
rubbing his cheek. 

"SoreP' I inquired. 

Turning up his eyes, he modestly replied, " Very.*' 

** But not so bad as the toothache P" I suggested, 
to console him. 

" Oh I worse," he replied ; and as there was no 
i^^ggling against such overwhelming evidence, I 
dropped the conversation. 

After a slight pause, he turned to me, saying, 
** How very — ^how excessively kind they have been to 
me." It was a pleasure to find that he did not bear 
malice against old De Cade. I was delighted that he 
had no longing to kick his torturer. I acquiesced in 
his observation by responding, " Uncommon." 

" What a fine girl the daughter is," he continued, 
growing quite lively. The little vnretch! "She is 
quite as tdl as I am — don't you think so P" 

As tall as he was I Why the girl was a six- 
footer^ and could have looked down on his parting as 
easily as a garden walk* We fellows at the Mi^^^- 
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sex had nicknamed her, " The finest girl in Blooms- 
bury." I told him so. 

" Well, now, really I shouldn't be at all surprised 
if she was," he innocently answered. " I have seldom 
seen anyone of such commanding stature, and yet so 
perfectly graceful." After a pause, during which he 
was evidently reviewing the charms of the beauty, he 
added, " Her neck is the loveliest thing I ever beheld, 
quite bird-like, and such a rich colour. She certainly 
is a magnificent creature !" 

Directly I announced to the ladies that the patient 
was awake, they honoured him with a visit. But if 
the lovely Miss Anastatia had looked charming in her 
morning neglige, how much more angelic must she 
have seemed, now she was attired for the day, in a 
robe of floating muslin — crisp and delicate as an 
ornament for the fire-stove. 

The sensitive Adolphus gave a start as she entered. 
Plounces circled her from the waist to the hem of her 
recherche garment, fluttering like wings in the draught 
at the door, and through the transparent material a 
glimpse was caught of the embroidered petticoat and 
a pair of blue satin boots, with a high light on the 
insteps. 

Wherever the eye travelled rapture followed. The 
outline of her arms could be distinctly traced, and as 
she moved them the massive gold bracelets around her 
gloved wrists tinkled with harmonious luxury. The 
head of the enraptured Adolphus fell slightly on one 
side, as if he gave way before such overpowering 
loveliness, and yielded himself a conquered little 
man. 
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They conversed together. She seated herself by 
his side on the sofa, her copious skirt falling around 
his small . legs, and completely hiding them from 
view. 

She wa^ excessively sensitive about the pain he 
had suffered, often drawing in her breath with sym- 
pathy, and making a noise somewhat resembling a gent 
sipping broth. Sometimes his narrative completely 
overpowered her, and for a second she concealed her 
face in her pleasantly-perfumed handkerchief, to hide 
the contortions into which his story had forced her 
sympathetic features. 

" What, then, do you consider was the immediate 
cause of your great agony ?" she inquired, intensely 
interested in the agreeable conversation. 

" I fancy," replied the charmed Adolphus, " I 
fancy the instrument was too large for my mouth." 

" Oh, terrible ! it would Jave killed nle," mur- 
mured Anastatia; but the dear girl need not have 
alarmed herself, for her mouth, though classic, was, I 
can. assure her, roomy. 

Perhaps old De Oade was uneasy in his conscience, 
and wished to make peace with his victim, for he in- 
vited us both to stay dinner. At first Adolphus, to 
my dismay, refused, urging, with some show of reason 
that his mouth was not prepared to eat anything. 

But Mrs. De Cade pleaded, and Miss De Cade 
cried, " Oh, do !" and then blushed so sweetly, that 
he forgot his wound, and consented. *' There will be 
soup and stews besides jellies, neither of which re- 
quire teeth," she playfully added ; all of which I was 
deuced glad to hear. 
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"When the rainbow footman announced dinner, 
Dolly gallantly odered the fine charmer his arm, and 
I noticed it just reached above her waist. She ao« 
ccpted his attention with cheerful elegance, and 
looked as if she was carrying him like a basket by 
his handle. 

Hweet-minded girl, how careful she was, whilst 
descending the stairs, that no injury should befall the 
invalid. Now she was calling out to old De Cade 
who wanted to get first to see to the wine, " Not so 
fast, if you please, dear papa, remember Mr. Ickle 
has scarcely recovered ;" now she turned to the little 
invalid himself, inquiring, tenderly, " Does it fatigue 
you P shall we rest a little P" Poor Dolly, who was 
straining himself to look tall, and almost walking on 
tiptoe, replied, innocently, "Oh, I can walk very 
well ! my legs are all right, thank you I it's only my 
mouth that pains me.*^ 

Before we took our places at table he managed to 
creep up to me, and appeared to derive great relief 
and ease by whispering in my ear, " The men at the 
Middlesex are quite right, she is the finest girl in 
Bloomsbury!" 
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CHAPTER IL 

ON THE SWEETNESS OF LITTLE TISH. 

Can anything be more interesting than to watch tho 
growth of love ? to trace the progress of the tender 
passion from the moment when the first seed is 
drilled in by one glance from those beautiful eyes, 
to its ultimate harvest-home at the altar? Well 
can I appreciate the feelings of the speculating 
mother. But for my gender being against* me, I 
am sure I should have been a match-making 
mamma. 

It was pretty sport, better than any four-acre 
farming, to see the loves of Dolly and the stately 
Anastatia sprout and sprout, promising a tremendous 
crop of love. I will compare her to a noble field of 
barley, and I hhall call him a pretty little hop-garden 
— the best goldings — rich in pockets if not blighted. 
How mamma De Cade trembled when the storm of 
the first quarrel threatened to lay low the tall grain ; 
how she quivered with alarm on that dark day of 
sultry sulking, lest the tender vine that clung so 
charmingly to its lofty pole (Anastatia) should droop 
and quit its hold. But though the tears rained down 
smartly, though the sulks were murky and oppres- 
sive, the sunny smile broke forth at last, and we 
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prophesied the barley would be husbanded, and the 
hops be worth the picking. 

Exciting times ! when I was a man of power in 
Bloomsbury Square, and old De Cade discounted for 
me on moderate terms, and renewed with the greatest 
pleasure. 

Fortunately for my good little Dolly, the heart of 
the superb Anastatia was perfectly free — real virgin 
soil, on which no man's foot, hand, eyes, or limbs had 
ever made the slightest impression. She was a kind 
of Crusoe's island awaiting her Eobinson. 

A girl of her splendid dimensions did not suit the 
taste of many marrying men. Nobody but a rich 
man could afford to support a wife who insisted that 
her dresses looked " skimpy " unless there were nine- 
teen Ifreadths to the skirt. For a little man, with 
plenty of money, she was just the very thing ; and 
Dolly was that man. 

That dinner in Bloomsbury Square had not only 
filled us with a very comforting meal, but it had 
stuffed Anastatia's head with ideas, crammed Dolly's 
breast with fluttering sensations, and sent Mrs. De 
Cade to bed gorged with hope. 

The behaviour of the little admirer had been 
highly eccentric and full of promise. Twice he 
essayed compliments, timid half-fledged gallantries, 
that were not in a fit state to leave his mouth, and 
must have fallen to the ground if Mrs. De Cade 
had not kindly assisted their poetic flight, and 
taken care that Anastatia should have them hot and 
sweet. 

JSia ejrea had betrayed their owner in a mean but 
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decided manner. No one has a right to stare at a 
girl by the hour unless he means serious courtship. 
All the time she was eating he was watching her on 
the sly ; if she turned her head, he was peeking up at 
her fine countenance, very much afraid lest she should 
detect him, and prepared to look hard in another 
direction if she caught him at it, but unable to resist 
the temptation. 

He was nervous, too, and foolishly tried to help 
himself to new potatoes, which are known to be 
vegetables fond of rolling about the room. He also 
wriggled in his chair unnaturally, and managed to 
entangle himself in her copious skirt, so that when 
she rose a rent was heard that made old De Cade 
swear. 

But everybody was amiably inclined, and we lifted 
him out of his difficulties before his blushing was over. 
I compared the potato affair to playing at marbles 
with boiled alley taws; and the superb Anastatia 
smiled richly on her ruined muslin, saying, with 
ready wit, but, I fear, little truth, " She was glad the 
horrid thing was spoiled, for she had worn it twice, 
and was so tired of it she had promised it to her 
maid." I have since seen her sister, a promising 
child of five feet eight, wearing that muslin on Sun- 
days, and very nice it looked. 

At bed time, as all the family stood in an inte- 
resting group, with lighted candlesticks, wishing each 
other good night, Mrs. De Cade could not help saying 
that Mr. Ickle had shown Anastatia marked attention. 
" The man appeared as if under a spell," she ola«»«t^^^% 
** indeed, I never witnessed such a ded^L^Sim^^^'c^^^ ^^ 
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captivation." Then she kissed her daughter twice, 
bade her mind her p's and q's, and be sure to get up 
in the morning with a good colour. 

The excitement in Bloom sbury Square almost 
turned to madness, when Dolly, early the next day, 
called-^to have his poor little mouth looked at, he 
said ; but an experienced mother, like Mrs. De Cade, 
was not to be taken in by such empty deceits. 

The idea of a man coming to a dentist's, dressed 
up like a little king, merely to have his mouth looked 
at. He was seen from the drawiug-room window, to 
change colour after he had knocked, and to '* titti« 
vate " his hair. 

The hour was unreasonably and inconveniently 
early for a visit, and caused some confusion. Miss 
Anastatia being at the time engaged looking over the 
linen from the wash. Nothing but the truth and 
ardour of his sentiments could excuse such inconside* 
ration. Ladies object to being seen in their crumpled 
morning wrappers, especially if they happen to have 
done their hair in a hurry. 

The situation was critical ; but generalship ulti- 
mately prevailed. The rainbow footman was sent 
with a note to his master, requesting him to continue 
looking into Dolly's little mouth, until Anastatia had 
time to adorn herself. 

""We'll never run such a risk again, my dear," 
cried the excited mother. " Erom this very hour you 
must take your peach silk into wear for mornings." 

Considered as the first private interview between 
lovers, the meeting between Dolly and Anastatia was 
certainly not such ^ an anxious parent ought to have 
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built sound hopes upon, neither ought it to hBve 
afforded the trembling girl much consolation. He 
found his beauty admirably arrayed, and deeply in- 
terested in a book she was holding upside down. She 
seemed startled at the unexpected visit, and said it 
was kind. 

The rainbow^ footman was ordered to tell mamma 
that Mr. I'ckle was "there;'* but that lady, though 
she listened from the top of the stairs, in a state of 
extreme excitemeot, thought it better not to disturb 
the interview. She waited patiently until the little 
gentleman had departed ; when, boundiDg to her child, 
she inquired in breathless haste, " What did he say, 
dear ?" 

Anastatia was in a tantrum. She replied dis- 
dainfully, "We had the most agreeable chat; wo 
talked principally about his mouth." 

" Lor 1" cried mamma ; " the man must be a fool. 
But how did he look, my dear ?'* 

" As if he was afraid of me, and wanted to run 
away,** answered the fine girl. " It was no use try- 
ing to change the conversation; for he always managed 
to bring it back to his trumpery mouth.** 

Nothing but the thoughts of Dolly's twelve hun- 
dred a-year saved him from being sent to the right- 
about. 

Yet it was evidently a settled thing. Extremes 
had met, and one of them for certain — the little 
extreme — was a conquered individual. I saw how 
it was to be directly I called on him, he was so 
confoundedly tame. The sherry was produced in a 
twinkling. I sat silently in the arm-chair, waiting 
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for him to begin his confessions ; and he, not knowing 
what to say, commenced walking up and down the 
room, treading carefully on the blue patches in the 
carpet-pattern, nearly twisting his.little legs to bits, 
and getting hot. Nervous men, when strongly moved, 
are given to these peculiar counter-irritants. I know 
one who, whilst telling me that his child must surely 
die, derived great consolation from devouring an 
entire thumb-nail ; an^ another of my acquaintance 
comforts himself, on strong occasions, by tearing his 
whiskers to rags. Some prefer scratching the nose 
viciously ; others eat their lips ; a few have convul- 
sions ; all signs that the mind is powerfully moved, 
and must do something, or explode. But I had never 
yet seen a man treading on the blue of his carpet. 
It was a novel case, and interested me. His feet 
hopped about as merry as grigs, though his face was 
as solemn as a hulk's. It was no use my saying, 
" Warm day, isn't it ?" or, " Any news ?" He paid 
no heed to me ; but skipped about until he fortu- 
nately missed one of the blues, and was restored to 
consciousness. 

Then he blushed and began : " Yes, it is warm, 
and I have no news ; but I want to ask your advice, 
my dear Jack ; and, if you please, don't laugh if you 
can help it." 

The surest way to make a man laugh, is to tell 
him he mustn't. " Go on, old boy," I answered, 
ready to split my sides. 

He did go on. ** Do you think," he said in solemn 
tones, " that height is positively necessary, in order 
to make love with proper effect ?" 
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" Before I had time to say, " Not a bit of it I" he 
continued, " Suppose a small man — one of my stature, 
for instance — delivered himself of some noble, soul- 
inspired idea ; do*you think it would have the same 
effect upon a fine girl as if it came from a big fellow, 
six foot high ? I am afraid not." 

I said, "Stuff!" 

" But we always associate grandeur of soul with 
nobility of build. Look what a fine fellow Hector is 
always made ; and Claude Melnotte again, he was one 
of your strappers. I am afraid a small man has no 
right to make love. He looks contemptible." Un- 
fortunate youth, how he did hate himself at that 
moment. 

To calm him, I said, " G-ive me a sample of what 
you consider a noble thought." 

He instantly favoured me with his views. " For 
instance, suppose I was to say, ' Madam, my life is at 
your service.' That is a noble thought, because it is 
running a great risk. But, you see, my life is such 
a little one, it is scarcely worth a fine woman's ac- 
ceptance. What would be the good of my talking of 
undergoing perils, or any tremendous exertion, when 
she knows I can scarcely lift a chair. I have always 
said it, girls like men who are lions in strength and 
courage. I think I'm brave, though I never tried but 
once, when our cat went mad." 

" I think you're wrong," I said, decidedly. I was 
drinking his sherry, and it was my duty to console 
him. 

"No, I am not," he replied. "I can see easily 
enough, whenever I'm talking to a fine woman, she i& 
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saying to herself all tlie time, '"What a miserable little 
thing this is !' I know they do. The awkward thing 
of it is, I'm resolved to die a bachelor, unless I can 
wed a very fine woman. "Why, good gracious, if I 
were to marry a little one, what would the children 
be like ?" 

" I prefer little women," I volunteered. 

" I don't !" he answered sharply. " None of your 
little ones for me. I admire a noble, commanding 
figure — ^it's lovely. Look at Anastatia De Cade, for 
instance. I call her a woman, if you like." 

" Ah, that she is — almost a woman and a-half," I 
remarked. Foolish thing to joke on such^matters. 
He scowled at me. 

Nothing but the remembrance of his beloved's 
charms saved me from disgrace. He had a fit of 
remorse. " That fainting must have showed her how 
weak I am. It was unlucky — ^very, I must have 
been mad to do it, only the old fellow gave me such 
a tug." Then, brightening up, he added, " How lovely 
she looked in those blue satin boots — quite celestial !" 

It was time to console him. 

"Well, now, Dolly, I really think you are tor- 
menting yourself for nothing, after all. At your time 
of life, you ought to know that fine women like little 
men — somebody whom they can pet and fondle." 

" How kind of you to say so !" he answered* 
"Take some more sherry? or would you prefer claret ? 
I wish you would do me a service. Would you mind, 
when next you meet Miss Anastatia, learning her 
views on the subject ? And remember, if she should, 
in confidence, inquire my height, tell her that, al- 
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tliough I am only four feet ten by birtb, yet, wben I 
am dressed, and got my bat on, I look quite five feet 
six. You won't forget tbat, will you ? But it's all 
useless," be added, falling back on bis melancboly. 
** It's all useless ! "Wby sbould I even dream of sucb 
a majestic treasure ? Sucb a superb creature must 
be beloved by tbe wbole parisb, of wbicb sbe is the 
enticing ornament." 

Whilst he was wringing his pretty little hands, I 
■aid, " And how many of her lovers, do you think, 
have got your fortune, eh, old boy ? "Why, that's 
better than seven feet. The Norfolk giant is a dwarf 
to you." 

Turning round quickly, the poor little chap cried, 
" No, no ! not a word about my money — dear me, no, 
not for worlds 1 I wish to marry for pure love. It 
is so much more wholesome. Eather make her believe 
that I am penniless, and tbat I shall have to labour 
for her support. That gives me importance — I am of 
use to her — dpn*t you see ? But why torment myself 
with such hopes? So magnificent a seraph would 
spurn me. I declare to you her arms are as big as 
my legs, and certainly fatter. Didn't I look ridicu- 
lously small by her side ?" 

As ^ I should tell him the truth. " No," I re- 
plied, " you only looked interesting. Of course, she 
topped you; but then, remember, she is the finest 
girl in Bloomsbury." 

" She is — she must be !" he exclaimed in ecstasy. 
" I don't think I ever saw so superb an angel. Yes — 
once I But then, she couldn't be compared with Miss 
Anastatia for nobility of feature or grace of carria^<&. 
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Her ears are perfectly divine. I was watching them 
all dinner-time. So, indeed, is her nose — quite a 
diplomatic nose ; and as for eyebrows ! I only wish 
my whiskers were as good, that's all. In fact, she is 
a delirious marvel." 

What with this love affair, my medical studies, 
and my home troubles with my landlady, my hands 
were full of brisk work. If I were to live to be a 
hundred, I would never conduct another courtship. 
Delicious as the business is, it spoils a man for his 
own worldly struggles. 

Petted and bribed by Dolly, my brain wandered, 
and I began to fancy myself a man of fortune. I 
patronized his tailors to such an extent, that I hated 
the firm, and shunned the street they lived in. That 
continual dining with Dolly spoiled me. The simple 
truth is, a man of my humble means had no business 
to dine every day. Meat always makes a man proud. 

My poor little Cupid was unhappy if I left him for 
a moment. The eternal theme of our conversation 
was, of course, the finest girl in Bloomsbury, until I 
was almost sick of the name of Anastatia. He was 
such a helpless little chap. I caught him groaning 
one day, making continuous little noises like a cock 
pigeon, and, after pumping at him for an hou^:, I dis- 
covered that his diminutive mind was a prey to re- 
morse, on account of the rents he had made in his 
beloved's muslin frock. 

" How mean she will think me !" he moaned ; " I 
dare not go near.the house for shame, and it is killing 
me. Of course, I ought to have sent her the hand- 
someat dresB in London." 
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" Then why don't you ? " I asked. 

""Well, I don't mind telling you," lie replied, 
brightening up. " The fact is, I daren't for my life 
go into a linendraper s shop. The fellows behind the 
counter would be sure to laugh, and I couldn't stand 
it, I'm sure I couldn't." 

" Is that all your trouble ?" I exclaimed. " Shall 
I buy it for you ?" 

All his life and spirits returned in a second. 

" Eeally now, that is kind," he cried. " My dear 
John, if you will do me this kindness, I'll never forget 
it to my dying day." 

And lucky it was for the stately Anastatia that 
the shopping was left in my hands. I'll bet a hun- 
dred she never saw such satin in her life, — stiff as a 
deal plank, as sofb as wash-leather, with a full, hand- 
some pattern, and twenty breadths to the skirt. I had 
a good mind to steal a yard of it for a waistcoat. The 
girl is only allowed twenty pounds a-year to dress on, 
and it's a close clip for one of her measurement. 

The dress was forwarded with a neat letter — my 
dictation — ^to Bloomsbury Square. Did you ever see 
a dog jump into the middle of a flock of geese ? The 
noise they make would startle a deaf man. That 
parcel had a similar effect upon the De Cades. A 
week had passed since they had seen Dolly. They 
had almost forgotten the little monster. Mrs. De 
Cade had called him a dwarf. Bob had threatened to 
slap him, and Miss Anastatia had declared he was 
beneath her contempt. 

But now all the fires of hope were T^kku^^^. 
Such a dress as that mast mean Bomet\i\iig. M^>^^ ^ 
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long and earnest debate, it was resolved and carried, 
amid loud talking, that Bob De Cade should be libe- 
rally furnished with ready money, for the purpose of 
" pumping" me. He was to ask me to dine at Green- 
wich, 'and, after making me half tipsy, coax me to 
divulge the real intentions. of my bosom friend, Dolly, 

I saw through it all in a moment. 

" We'll have a jolly dinner — order what you like 
— wine, you know, cigars, and that sort of thing — 
good 'uns — honour !" was Bob's bribe. 

It was a nasty fix. Of course, I liked a grand 
feed, but I really liked Dolly better — ^yes, better. 
Bight minds will understand this, though it does 
sound weak and foolish. 

" Come in half an hour, and 1*11 let you know," I 
answered. Then lighting up my briar-root> 1 aban- 
doned myself to meditation. 

And thus I argued: "These people are trying, 
their worst to secure my little Dolly, not for the sake 
of his good little heart and pretty limbs, but because 
of that big bag of money, his fortune. It is a black- 
guard scramble, and I ought to act the policemaiv 
and arrest this band of robbers. But Dolly is sick 
and aching with love. The little fellow trembles as 
he talks about that monstrous fine woman. He would 
be happy enough to marry her on any terms. 

** And how about the girl herself ? I do not blame 
her so much as I do her parents, who order her to 
disgrace herself. Twelve hundred a-year is a tempta9 
tion to anybody, and it requires a stronger mind than 
hers to resist its influence. I doubt if there are ten 
girla in London who would have pluck enough to dis-i 
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obey their parents, and escape from such a trial. The 
superb Anastatia, with her twenty pounds a-year foir 
dress-money, dreams of the shopping to come. She 
sees the plate-glass doors swing open to admit her, 
whilst the Brougham waits for the parcels. No more 
turning of dresses when she is Mrs. Ickle ; no more 
glove-cleaning or ironing of bonnet-strings. Every- 
thing shall be new and new, and of the best. "Whilst 
she is debating with herself about the furniture for 
the drawing*rooms, papa roars at her for keeping the 
dinner waiting; whilst she is doubting as to the 
number of servants she will keep, mamma orders her 
to go out marketing. When she is Mrs. Ickle, things 
shall be a little different I 

" But does she love my Dolly ? Not in the least. 
She hasn't even thought about it. His iucome has 
kept her head fully employed. But he is such a dear, 
harmless, pretty little man, 3iobody could dislike him, 
unless, perhaps, it was his wife. Heaven save him 
from that I She will rule him, of course, but he will 
be enchanted to obey her. She will spend his money, 
but that will be his delight ; for he dotes upon her, 
little fool, and thinks that his Anastatia can do no 
wrong. 

'^ After all, his happiness is nearer to me than hers, 
and as he will be miserable without her, why, let them 
get married. The world —wrong, as usual — instead of 
blaming her, will call her a deuced lucky woman ; and 
instead of admiring his love, or even pitying him, will 
laugh at him for a stupid little fool ; but the blessing. 
is, that they will laugh at him on the aly , widL\ift "w^^ 
ia hii joy, imagme every ojBm must be eimovMt ol VMSa. 



86 m^EBT ai&L nr BLOOMSBxiiir. 

great good fortune as his. What a pity it was that 
he was not twelve inches higher !" 

I enjoyed the dinner at Greenwich tremendously, 
not so much on account of the twelve different kinds 
of fish, or the Chablis ; but from thoroughly knowing 
my friend Bob's little game, from watching the hum- 
bug, and understanding his cunning advances. Poor 
young man ! how hard he laboured to win me over to 
the De Cade interests, changing the wine, and driuk- 
ing like a cellar-man. Stupid ;^outh ! he was in my 
power before the cloth was removed, for I knew his 
t^tics, and he was tipsy. 

It was principally to save him from a rumpus at 
home on the failure of the expensive expedition, that 
I consented to broach the subject. " Tell your mother, 
Bob," I said, " that if your sister does really love Mr. 
Ickle, I think it might end in a match. He was very 
much taken with Miss Anastatia, and says she is a 
deuced fine woman." 

The youth was drunk, and answered, " So she is — 
a whacker — ^she can wear my boots." 

"Never mind your boots," I continued, rather 
disgusted ; " if she thinks he can love her, I am sure 
he will adore her. But mind, no snubbing him about 
his height ; he'll be off miles before you could wink, 
if you even hint he is small." 

This disgusting ambassador of love, between his 
hiccups, assured me there should be no " chaffing" 
until after the marriage. 

I roared out, "And above all, not then, d'ye hear?" 

"AU right!" he muttered; "here's his health!" 
And he emptied a brimming bumper into his waistcoat. 
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I had the pleasure that night of leaving old De 
Cade's son and heir in a state of limp and rumpled 
intoxication at the family mansion in Bloomsbiny 
Square, where ma, pa, and sister had the treat of 
taking his boots off, and putting him to bed in his 
clothes. When they asked him about the result of 
his mission, he only frothed at the mouth and made 
faces. 

Even I, in my reduced circumstances, would have 
given a good guinea to have been present at the 
breakfaist-table the next morning. The excitement 
was extreme. "When Bob sent down word that he 
wad too ill to rise, his father was despa^tched up-stairs 
with soda-water, and directions to pull the rebel out 
of bed, if necessary. Strong tea, black as porter, was 
administered to the stricken wretch. Finally, he was 
forced to obey; and, unwashed and with his braces 
trailing, he was fprced into the room and made to 
speak. 

" It's all right !" muttered the revolting reprobate, 
holding his aching head ; " Jack Todd says the fellow 
is spooney on Anastatia ; but she mustn't chaff him 
because he's little." 

I, Jack Todd, indignantly deny this base calumny, 
and appeal to the world to acquit me of any such 
rudeness. 

The mother saw all her hopes fulfilled, and fell 
upon her girl's neck and kissed her twenty times. 
The lovely Anastatia seemed to grow another foot, 
so finely did she raise her arched neck and gaze around. 
It was a settled thing. 

" Chaff him /" cried papa ; " VVl Yvav^ no <^^S^52^ 
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in my house, or I'll know the reason why." And he 
turned up his o.uffs fiercely, and looked as if he could 
tackle a horse's back-tooth. 

The attention now shown to the interesting Anas- 
tatia was so remarkable, that anybody would have 
mistaken her for a first-floor lodger blessed with birth 
and fortune; whilst the mamma of that handsome 
maiden betrayed a consciousness of her importance, 
and the tremendous service she had rendered her 
family. Everybody was in high spirits, including 
Bob, who had demanded the brandy-bottle. 

** My dear," said Mrs. De Cade to her husband, 
*• you must give me some money. A^astatia hasn't 
a thing to wear." 

" My pet !" she continued, turning to her child, 
" you had better dress directly after breakfast, in case 
he should call early. I shall lend yourmy lace pele- 
rine, but don't put it on until you hear him knock." 

"How silly you are, ma!" modestly murmured 
the interesting girl. 

" Do as your mother tells you, Anastatia," com- 
manded the pa. " I gave six pounds for it." 

" "Wear your hair turned back, with your black 
velvet knot and gilt arrows," continued mamma, in a 
business-like voice ; ** it makes you look j^i^uante,^* 

" Yes, ma, dear." 

" And cpme to me for my diamond brooch. No ! 
stop ; wear your poppy wreath. You can say you 
are going to have your portrait painted. It sounds 
well, and starts the conversation." 

" But suppose he shouldn't come," suggested the 
mnoeent 
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" Not come !** bried the mother ; " not come ! My 
dear, I have not lived to my time of life without hav- 
ing a head on my shoulders. Of course he*ll come. 
Bemember to ask me for a pair of white gloves, pet." 

The only check to those delicious dreams was 
administered by the depressed Bob, who, like a true 
brother, was rather inclined to hate the little man 
who wanted to marry his sister. All brothers do at 
first. I think they are jealous. 

His vulgar remark was, "Little fish are sweet; 
ask him to lead me a sov." His mother gave him a 
look which ought to have knocked his head off if he 
had known his duty as a son ; whilst Miss Anastatia 
frowned majestically, and being in a hurry to begin , 
dressing, rushed from the room in tears. 

Mamma was right, he did come, for I myself 
brought him to the door, and left him there in a 
highly nervous condition, trying his utmost to look 
six feet, and feel composed. He was rather startled, 
though, at finding Miss Anastatia dressed out in such 
distracting style, and felt inclined to rush out and get 
his hair curled. 

The excuse of the portrait was unfortunately cur- 
tailed of its importance, by the maiden, in her flurry, 
substituting the word photograph ; but they had some 
highly-interesting conversation about the wonderful 
art, which began with the remark that it was an 
extraordinary discovery, and endeid by Dolly entreat- 
ing, very sweetly, that he might be blessed with a 
copy of his angel's countenance. 

Considered as a whole, the meeting lookciiL V^^^'^ . 
"With coBiSuminate tact, Miss Anasta^iva* \i»«^ ^^^^^ 
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lierself near the window, and was on the look out 
for a tall man, that she might ease Dolly's mind on 
the subject of his stunted growth, by abusing the 
overgrown mortal. A gentleman at least seven feet 
high was kind enough to come in view. 

" O, Mr. Ickle !" exclaimed the playful fair one, 
"Do look at that man ! Did you ever see such a 
monster ! O, the horrid tall wretch !" 

The happy Dolly did look, and wished in his heart 
he could be such a monster. 

"He is very high," he answered, adding, ner- 
vously, " Don't you like tall men. Miss De Cade ?*' 

"Like them!" She made a fascinating little 
scream of disgust, and said, quaintly, " Why, they 
are my abomination ! I call them lamp -posts ! ha, 
ha ! They never know what to do with their arms, 
the gawky wretches !" 

Dolly laughed, too, and thought the finest girl in 
Bloomsbury was the wittiest girl in the world. 

" Did you ever notice the monsters' hats ?" con- 
tinued the sprightly Anastatia ; ** they always break 
them in. It is such fan to see them try to creep into 
cabs. Thump goes the hat, and the wretches are in, 
O ! such a passion ! Ha ! ha !" 

I ha^eno doubt Dolly would have given a luggage- 
train full of hats if a similar charge could be brought 
against him. 

" They are so clumsy, too," added Anastatia, de- 
termined to do her work thoroughly whilst she 
was about it. ''They put their big feet on your 
dress, and wrench your skirt half off. Oil detest 
them,'' 
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This was an unlucky allusion, and made Dolly 
blush. 

" I was once unfortunate enough . . . and 
yet I am not very tall ... to *' he muttered. 

" But the fine girl came to his rescue with, " I've 
forgiven you that accident long since ; indeed, it was 
more my fault than yours ; but you know /am a big 
overgrown creature ;" and she looked at him slily. 

My little friend's first impulse was to vow she was 
the perfection of her sex ; but his courage was not 
quite up to that pitch, so he looked as loving as he 
could, and blushed very hard. 

The next time I met Dolly he rushed at me, ex- 
claiming, " What do you think ? Anastatia hates tall 
men ; isn't it liicky ?" 

" He is a dear little thing, and very tractable," 
the finest girl had said to her mother, " and only 
'^ants bringing out to be very amusing. I think I 
shall love him." 

" Of course you will, my dear ; it's a duty you 
owe to yourself and your parents;" mamma had 
answered. 

The courtship became smart and lively, greatly to 
the satisfaction of all parties concerned, including 
even Mr. Bob, who, after borrowing a ten-pound note 
on the strength of his sister's charms, confessed, at 
last, that he understood the true value of such a con* 
nection. 

The family being a knowing family, and perfectly 
aware of my influence over my friend, did all in their 
power to make me comfortable ; in fact^ I l\aA tn!^ 
trouble at all in getting old De Cado to dia^ovasi^ "ox^ 
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paper. He must have winced a bit, too, for I waa 
very hard on him. 

The greatest exertions were made to adorn the 
fine girl, and deck her out to the fullest eighteen- 
breadth's advantage. At each visit, and they were 
numerous enough by this time, soiae new charm met 
the gaze of the enraptured Dolly. A young man 
from the barber's in Tottenham Court Eoad attended 
daily to dress the interesting maiden's hair, and gum 
little curls on her forehead ; the Court milliner in 
Windmill Street wore out two pairs of scissors, and 
bad to take another apprentice. In fact, nothing that 
taste could imagine or art produce (at a moderate 
outlay) was considered too good for the lovely 
Anastatia. 

Ser affectionate mother laboured unceasingly, 
ever thinking of her child's welfare. At one time, 
after fondly gazing upon her daughter, she would say, 
"My love, you look warm, go and powder." The 
smallest imperfection could not escape the parent's 
eye. Sometimes it was, "Anna, dear, you have a 
smut on your forehead ;" at others, " Dearest Stacy, 
you have not brushed your eyebrows nicely." 

Whenever Dolly called, before the gushing girl 
was permitted to join him, her general appearance 
bad to be approved of by anxious mamma. Usually 
she was pronounced to look " very nice ;" or maybe 
some few words of loving advice might be given, such 
as, for instance, ** your hands are red, darling pet, rub 
them as you go up-stairs." 

But Dolly was slow at love-making, and the De 
Cadea were impatient. Kot only was the outlay con- 
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liderable ; but mothers declare that all men are fickle, 
And until you get them inside the church there is no 
telling what may happen. 

The suspense, too, was telling upon Anastatia, and 
made her irritable. True, the little man had sum- 
moned up pluck enough to drop the Miss when he 
addressed his adored, calling her simply "Anastatia,'* 
and she invariably styled kim "her Dolly.** But 
though he looked marriage, and groaned freely, 
there was no working him up to the proper proposing 
pitch. 

It was useless for ma and pa to scold Anastatia, 
or appeal to me to help them. Whenever I spoke to 
Dolly on the subject, and represented the young 
lady's sinking condition, his invariable reply was, " I 
can't, I daren't ; it isn't in me ! I don't know what 
to say ; all the words go out of my head directly I 
open my mouth. What shall I do ? Oh, dear ! what 
must it end in P" 

Things were growing serious. The finest girl wad 
losing her figure, and was ordered to drink bottled 
stout. Out of mercy to them both, I at last con- 
sented to undertake the unpleasant task of negociat- 
ing the alliance as my friend's authorized agent. 

^Rie business was not difficult, but it was vulgar. 
Pirst> I addressed myself to the mother, and, with the 
help of a few brandy-cherries, she behaved herself 
with more decency than I gave her credit for. She 
favoured me with a few remarks, such as, " It is the 
most important step in a woman's life-time ; that it 
was wrong to marry in haste and re^enfe ^^ ^sv&xxjt^s 
and that she would never allow Taer cYoVQl \iO %vs^V«t 
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hand where the heart could never he." I let the old 
hypocrite *'have her say," and when the cherries 
were finished, took my departure, saying, as I winked, 
" I trusted and prayed she might persuade Miss 
Anastatia to have mercy on her Dolly." 

"Mr. Ickle may rely upon my influence," she 
replied. 

Ha ! ha ! I liked that uncommonly. 

I needn't say that Miss Anastatia was merciful — 
that you can aU understand ; but I will add, that 
Dolly's joy, when he heard he really was to be the 
husband of the finest girl in Bloomsbury, was so over- 
powering, he was attacked with bleeding at the nose, 
and nearly had a fit. But for ray having the presence 
of mind to thrust the cold, bright poker down his little 
back, I believe the consequences would have been 
serious. 

Now this important affair was settled,-we arranged 
that the two lovers were to meet and enjoy them- 
selves. An hour was fixed ; and I brought my man 
up to the Bloomsbury Street door, smiling and gay. 
He had scarcely set his foot on the door-mat, before 
Mrs. De Cade rushed at him, and kissed him most 
shamefully, calling him her dear son; whilst old 
De Cade tried a little paternal blessing, and im- 
plored him to be ever kind and constant to his sweet 
girl. I rescued him from that misery, by pulling 
him away from his mother-in-law like a cork from a 
bottle. 

On the crimson sofa in the drawing-room, with 
her copious robe occupying all the cushion, sat the 
lovely Anastatia, sniffing at a bottle of smelling-salts. 
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Attired in chaste white, enlivened by a few yards of 
'ifjBLgenta, ribbon, she looked the picture of trusting 
innocence. In her raven locks she wore one rose 
with a glass dew-drop glittering mid its pink calico 
leaves. A white kid toe peeped from 'neath her skirt. 
Altogether she looked superb and healthy. 

We pushed little Dolly into the room, and then 
retired, at least I did ; but I regret to say, that Mrs. 
De Cade, the dentist, and their hopeful son, were base 
enough to return and listen to the conversation at the 
half-open door. 

Directly the sensitive Anastatia beheld her future 
lord, she fainted ; which peculiar proceeding so over- 
came the little man, that he leapt on to the sofa, and, 
kneeling by her side, held the smelling-salts to her 
nose, the other hand being busily employed pressing 
his fluttering heart. " O, Anastatia ! ** he cried ; 
" Don't ! don't ! Look at me ! It is I, your Adol- 
phus ! They said you would have me ; or I wouldn't 
have come. It isn't my fault. Please say you are 
better ! I'll go away again, if you like, and send a 
doctor ?" 

The fear of his going away seemed to revive the 
poor girl; for with an effort she opened her eyes, 
stared about her wildly, and inquired where she was. 
As soon as she saw her little Cupid kneeling by her 
side, she smiled sweetly, and gave him her hand to 
kiss at, whilst she was recovering sufficient strength 
to speak a few loving words. 

" You will always be kind to me, Adolphus ?" mur- 
mured the finest -girl in Bloomsbury — weak, helpless, 
and innocent creature as she was. 
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"Oh, certainly! always!" responded my little 
friend. 

Bob had to run down stairs before he could laugh. 
" That is a good notion," he cried to me, " asking him 
to be kind to her ! Poor little chap ! I advise him 
to look out ; that's all !" 
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CHAPTER III. 

AM I NOT rONlJLT THINE OWN? 

My notion of perfect blisa ia to be twenty-three years 
of age, with plenty of money, and the accepted suitor 
of the girl you love. You cannot do better than that, 
I think. I assert, the few weeks usually devoted to 
courtship — those fast-trotting, twenty-four-hours-a* 
minute days, which dart past with the rapidity of 
winking — are the happiest we poor tax-payers can 
know on earth. 

There is a strong desire among grown-up people 
and poets to laud and celebrate the days of our infancy 
as the pleasantest period of our lives. It is a mistake. 
No doubt young St. James passed a happy babyhoodi 
with nothing on his little mind and plenty in his little 
stomach; or I should not object to being the only 
blessing of an aged couple who had given over all 
hopes of having a family. 

But, as a rule, I consider that babies are hypo- 
chondriacs. Infantine jollity depends too much upon 
the parents' idea of pleasure for it to be successfuL 
Mr. Baby is not a free. agent, but must enjoy himself 
in accordance with father's theory of the agreeable 
sensations ; and Miss Baby must not make a nois(3, 
but do as mother tells her, and only laugk'?(\i<^\xS^^ 
Agreeable to company. 
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It is all very well for 'papa, when the cash runs 
short, to recall the blessed time when he didn't even 
*know the meaning of the word ** writ.'* It is our 
merciful nature to forget sorrows, and only remember 
our pleasures ; but how about the birch in pickle, the 
soap in the eyes, or the combing' the hair, or the draw- 
ing the teeth six at a time, or the powders night 
and morning ? How about the day when the best 
trowsers were torn ? Can any agony in after-life be 
compared to the despair of leaving home for school — 
the dreadful banishment, without offence, that so nearly 
broke the heart ? I, for one, shall not sing, " I would 
I were a child again," until I am turned seventy. 

But ask your friends if they would like the time 
of their courtship to come over again. Of course they 
would, every man and woman of them. What does 
poor Mrs. Tap think of, when sitting up o' nights for 
Tap, but the happy days of courting, when he was a 
sober, smart, promising young fellow, and made love 
so elegantly. "When Mrs. Catt flies at her good man, 
and scolds him till he wishes he had been bom deaf 
and she dumb, what passes through his mind but the 
memory of his bachelorhood, when Mary was as gentle 
as a lamb, and shed tears if he looked cross. 

Ah! the few days of courtship, when we made 
love and the sun shone, they are the sweetest we shall 
know in life. The only stupidity is to end them. 
Parents may set their faces against long engagements, 
but if young folks were wise they would insist upon a 
three years' wooing. The luckiest man I can think 
of was Jacob, and he had fourteen years qf keeping 
companjrj but " they seemed unto him but a few days 
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fop the love he had.'* And all that time father-in- 
law was kind, and the girls petted him. That's the 
life for me ! 

Contrary to my 'advice, Adolphwt Ickle insisted 
that his courbship should be as short as good manners 
would permit. ** Keep it on for a year at least," I 
entreated ; " it is the happiest time of your life." 
But he was impatient, and said heHhought keeping it 
on for a week would do. Pig-headed young man. 

Most certainly it was the golden age of his exist- 
ence. He led just the life that suited so weak, kind, 
and innocent a mortal. The sweet tenderness exhi- 
bited by Mrs. De Cade was as six lumps to his cup — 
the undisguised affection shown by the superb Anas- 
tatia was as revelry to the sound of harps. 

As long as that courting lasted, old De Cade was a 
nobody in his own house ; he was ignobly deposed, 
and Dolly set up as king. Even the rainbow footman 
revolted, and went over to the usurper ; and when 
two bells rang together, he answered Mr. Ickle's first, 
and let master wait. The maids waylaid him on the 
stairs, to see miss's young man, and vowed he had 
lovely eyes and dear feet. 

The little sweetheart completely upset the Blooms- 
bury establishmei^t. The dinner hour was altered to 
suit him, and as he occupied all mamma's time, the 
servants were allowed to do as they liked. Luncheons 
were continually being served, and wine and biscuits 
flying about the house. ' 

Old De Cade groaned in the spirit, but felt he was 
impotent. Everything went wrong with him. tV£tOM<^ 
this embryo son-in-Liw. "When, \)oiAmg once '•^nfift. 
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passion, be demanded to be informed wby tbe news- 
paper was not in tbe patients' waiting-room, tbe answer 
was tbat Mr. Ickle was studying tbe opera announce- 
ments. Tbe day be raved about tbe passage and 
used sucb ungentlemanlj language because be missed 
his umbrella, it was Dolly wbo bad carried it off. In- 
stead of being allowed to sleep after dinner, tbis un- 
fortunate dentist ^as ordered to exert bimself to 
amuse bis guest. ''How mucb longer is tbis to 
last ?'* be cried imploringly to bis wife, wben sbe com- 
manded bim to appear at table in a wbite cravat. 

But tbe lovers little dreamt or cared for tbe confu- 
sion tbey caused. Tbeir souls were amalgamated; 
tbey lived but for one anotber, and were selflsb. Tbe 
glorious queen-like Anastatia became an altered 
woman ; sbe unbent, and throwing off ber baugbty 
deportment, grew playfuUy cbildisb and inclined to 
pouting. Tbe inten^ty of ber feelings even affected 
ber voice and softened it. Sbe spoke in a fascinating, 
mincing tone, tbat reminded one of a sweet girl of 
twelve afficted witb hoarseness. 

Yet, believe me, there was no levity in her bearing 
or behaviour ; on tbe contrary, she kept herself to 
herself and her Dolly — a vigorous example of a 
loving virgin— a tigress to strangers, a kitten to her 
fond one. 

And my little man, my harmless Dolly, bow did 
he comport bimself, during his interesting trial ? Why, 
he was grand — almost superhuman ; not in any way 
like an ordinary mortal tbat lives on food and diiuk, 
or nquires air, but resembling a neat little spirit 
i^Ung eax&i for fun. Those poor creatures in Bed* 
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l»in, who, under some happy delusion, sit in their 
lonely cells, smiling and nodding at the walls, were 
not a bit more mad than Dolly, so thoroughly absent 
was he to all things worldly, with his heart tightly 
crammed with joy, and his brain busy thinking of it. 
There was no sublimity in his dreams, but there was 
a high-pressure power of affection. 

His notion was, that the magnificent Anastatia 
had sacrificed herself, in accepting such a little one 
for her dear spouse ; and he was determined at least 
to reward her, and, if possible, to prove himself worthy 
of her choice. After dreaming of her, he rose to dress 
for her, looking over his beautiful shirts, transparent 
as silver paper, and reviewing his admirable waistcoats, 
all miracles of art, and wondering which she would 
like. If he touched any breakfast, it was not because 
he wanted it, but for fear he might look pale and faint 
when he reached Bloomsbury Square. 

It is absurd to imagine that lovers require food ; 
like the roses, they thrive best on sunshine and a 
little water. And when, after frequently consulting 
his watch and wondering if it had stopped, the time 
approached when he might with propriety visit his 
gorgeous beauty, it was a pathetic sight to watch him 
skimming over the pavement, rapid as a dog that 
knows its way home, totally unconscious of the noise 
of cabs and omnibuses — neither looking to the right 
or the left — but threading among the people as if they 
were trees. Perhaps he laughs, though nothing has 
happened that could with reason be considered comic ; 
besides, he is staring hard before him -, bvi;^ \i^ xeoa^^ 
some wittf ohaerration of the adorable AjQaaX.«dsKa.,«iA 
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BO giggles pleasantly. Perhaps lie suddenly checks 
his pace, to stamp his little foot and frown, though no 
one near him can have offended him ; it is only a slight 
puff of jealousy which has rippled the smooth waters 
of his love. 

Ever of thee, lucky Anastatia, his heart is fondly 
thinking. He passes a glover^ s shop, and he knows a 
dozen pairs are always acceptable. " The best you 
have, and let them be of delicate colours, such as 
apricot and rose-tint," he tells the Trench lady behind 
the counter. He stops before a goldsmith's, and falls 
into raptures over a pair of earrings. How lovely 
those diamond stars would appear, twinkling in her 
heavenly ears ! The jeweller places them in a neat 
little box, and his pretty legs again trot towards 
Bloomsbury. Yesterday he presented her with a fan, 
better than any in even the Emperor of China's vast 
collection; to-morrow, it will be a gold watch — so 
small that a butterfly might carry it home to the fair 
one. 

My good Dolly, why did you not take my advice, 
and prol6ng that courtship sine die? Tou were a 
little king in those days. Now, where art thou, 0, 
unhappy dweller in hotels ! thou tahle d*h6te exile ! 

By eleven every morning, the finest girl in 
Bloomsbury had always completed her toilette, and 
was looking through the drawing-room window, to 
catch the first glance of her approaching love ; 
dressed in a modest morning silk of shot colours, she 
looked variegated and pigeon-like. Perhaps she might 
be working an antimacassar to while away the time. 
With ffie p^palin curtains draping around her, h^f 
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noble figure standing out boldly against the white back- 
ground, it made Dolly's heart flutter, like a canary in 
a paper-bag, when first she broke upon his view. 

The white, taper fingers skipping about the lucky 
antimacassar ; the diamond-ring sparkling in the sun- 
beam ; her luxurious hair restrained by the purple 
net that bulged out to bursting with the miraculous 
draught, caused Dolly's hand to shake like a toper's, 
as he raised his lofty hat. 

If he came early, like a good boy, she would reward 
him by gracefully kissing her hand, and giving him a 
look so heavenly, that it affected his eyesight, and 
made his eyelids quiver. 

K he came late, like a naughty boy, she would 
shake h^r crotchet-needle savagely at him, and frown, 
till her black eyebrows looked threatening as thunder- 
clouds ; but the smile on her lips showed that it was 
only in fun, and out of pure affection. 

" I think she loves me," he would suggest to him* 
self, as he gave his genteel rat-tat-tat. 

That knock seemed to arouse the whole house. 
Pirst, old De Cade popped out his head from the 
operating-room, to say, **How de do?** then dear 
Mrs. De Cade smiled at him, from behind another 
door, to tell him she was very busy, and he must ex- 
cuse her ; but he would find somebody in the drawing- 
room, ''no doubt;'* then the maid-servants found 
excuses for coming down-stairs to have a look at him, 
creeping closely up to the wall, to allow him to pass. 

It wasn't like living on earth, and having business 
to attend to ; but something resembling floating on 
clouds, and being as near as poaaibl^ to Vk&^^^\i« 
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The love-making was in its prime now. 

" Tou notty, notty boy," the queen-like creature 
would playfully exclaim, as he entered her presence, 
uttering her words in a charming, mincing, affected 
manner, that went slick to his heart ; '' how dare you 
come so late, sir ? Don't you know I have been wait- 
ing for you these hours ? Tou bad Dolly ! if you 
hadn't such pretty eyes, I would scold you." 

The best excuse was the presents he brought her ; 
pud, strange to tell, they usually soothed her. If he 
had spoken for hours, he could not have been par- 
doned more thoroughly. After all, diamond earrings 
are worth having. " It was through bujring them, 
Stacy, dear, that I am so late. I'll never do it again 
if you'll forgive me," said the guilty wretch. 

Perhaps she preferred his repeating the expensive 
offence, for she cried out, " How beautiful ! and so 
useful, too. And I \yas scolding my DoUy. 0, what 
a wicked girl I am ! Beat me, dear Dolly ; I am 
naughty ! I must run down and show them to mamma. 
I won't be a minute, pet ! " And off she darted, her 
vast crinoline swaying to and fro with the utmost 
grace. 

The papa's first impulse was to examine the 
diamonds, and see that no tricks had been played. 
He was essentially a vulgar man of the world, who 
attended to business first, and pleasure afterwards. 
** They are good 'uns," was his remark, after a close 
inspection ; that was his business. " Let's see how 
they look on ;" that was his pleasure. 

Mamma was rather jealous of her daughter's good 
fortune ; but she concealed the feeling by wondering 
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how much the earrings cost. "Not less than ten 
pounds, I'll be bound," said that common-minded 
matron. 

Brother Bob, who from his cradle was low, volun- 
teered to lend five sovereigns on the trinkets — " on 
spec." ' 

But it did not occur to any of these un-worthy 
people to be thankful to the good little man up-stairs, 
who was taking such pains to win the love of the 
beautiful Anastatia — their flesh and blood. " Thank- 
ful to him!" Master Bob- would have cried, with a 
sarcastic chirrup ; " Hang him ! he didn't give them 
to tne,^* 

"W"e must not fancy that whenever our lovers met, 
they were always cooing and complimenting each 
other in their fondest accents. No ; occasionally they 
had serious debates together — confessional meetings, 
when they acknowledged their past sins, and recom- 
pensed each other with pardons and praises. 

He was seated on the sofa, almost lost in its vast 
expanse, like a baby in an omnibus ; she was crouching 
at his feet, on the footstool, looking up into his face— 
an embodiment of humility and doating love. 

" And have you never loved before, dear Dolly 9 
— ^not even once ?" she asked the Httle man, who 
seemed frightened, and didn't like it. " Tell me, like 
a good Dolly ! I will forgive you if you tell me »ww.** 
As she spoke, she gave him a look that would have 
wheedled a secret from a letter-box. 

" Dear me, no, Stacy ! You're the first ! " he re- 
plied, so naturally, a jury of pickpockets would have 
believed him. 
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" Dolly ! Dolly 1 you're deceiving me. It isn't 
natural, dear. You must have loved some one before 
me. I know you have — you deceitful thing !" 

The sweet girl began to pout and play with her 
fingers, as little children do when put in the corner. 
He tried to relieve her mind by saying, "•Upon my 
word, I never loved any girls, Stacy ; they wouldn't 
have me because I'm so small. There was a nurse I 
loved, when I was six ; but I shouldn't call her a girl, 
because she was past forty." 

Though Miss Anastatia admitted this reasoning 
to be correct, yet her suspicions were not allayed. 

"You know what I mean, Dolly!" she answered. 
"They say all men are deceitful, and so they are. 
Come, dear, try and think. I mean a girl, not an 
old nurse." 

He did try to think, looking up to the ceiling to 
help him, and frowning with all his might, as if he 
was trying to squeeze his brain like a lemon. At last 
he mutterfed — 

" There was a Miss Mills once " 

" Yes ! yes ! a Miss Mills," urged Anastatia. 

"She gave me a lock of her hair the day they 
clipped her ends ; but I couldn't bear her, she was so 
rude, and had such big teeth.^' 

"I know there is some one else, and you are 
a&aid to tell me," cried the handsome girl, clasping 
her hands, and shaking her head sorrowfully. " Some 
dreadful woman, who will tear you from me and 
break my heart." 

" You don't mean about that embroidered book- 
marker ?" suggested Dolly, blushing, but exceedingly 
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atixious to oblige his beloved if he could. " Upon 
my honour, there is nothing between us." 

" I knew it ! I knew it ! I felt it here," exclaimed 
Anastatia, covering her brooch with both her hands. 
" Have you met, sir ? How long has this courtship 
been going on? I command you to speak, sir, 
unless' you prefer seeing me fall lifeless on the 
carpet." 

The position in which Dolly was placed was most 
painful and delicate ; in fact, he had no idea the con- 
versation would have ended so tragically. The notion 
of seeing his enchantress slowly turn to a fiue corpse 
through love for him was agonizing beyond endurance. 
For myself, I think I should have allowed her to roll 
about the carpet till she was tired, and trusted to 
nature and the sweet girl's vigorous constitution for 
preserving her precious vital spark. But Dolly was 
delicately manufactured, and his wits highly volant. 

A regular scene ensued: he assuring his Anas« 
tatia, upon his honour, that he didn't even know who 
the book-marker was ; and she calling him a wicked 
Don Juan, and requesting him, as a favour, to leave 
the house at once, and never see her again. He had 
to present her with a superb bracelet — massive, k la 
emerald (large)— before he could convince her he was 
constant and pure. 

" My dear girl," mamma had said, on hearing of 
the quarrel, " for goodness sake be careful, or you'll 
lose him — you yrill, indeed !" 

After that terrible scene, it occurred to Dolly that 
he was entitled to ask his fondest if she had, like him, 
passed through life without rubbing Icl^w^a m^ ^^J^l 
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of the opposite sex. The amiable girl, far from being 
oflTended with the question, readily undertook to calm 
his suspicions. 

"I will tell you everything, Dolly/' she began, 
her eyes modestly downcast, " everything ! I don't 
mean to say, dear, that I have never received pointed 
attentions from gentlemen, because I have; indeed, 
girls expect them ; it's a law of nature : in fact, had 
I chosen^ I might have married long since. But, as 
I told Lord Margate, when he pressed me, almost 
rudely, to favour him with a definite answer, I would 
never wed where I did not love ; no ! not even for his 
vast wealth and high station." 

"Lord Margate!" cried Dolly, with surprise; 
" was he a fine man P" 

" Oh ! yes; dear ; one of those abominable over- 
grown wretches," replied the syren. ** I might have 
been Lady Margate, had I chosen ; only there was no 
sympathy between our souls —our feelings jarred, and 
did not harmonize. I felt that destiny was opposed 
to our bans." 

Such explanations as these — so outspoken and 
evidently true — could not fail to increase the love 
which burned in Dolly's bosom. There was, also, 
something very exhilarating in the idea that he 
should have been preferred to a lord. Altogether, he 
was happy and contented. 

The courtship had now lasted several weeks, and 
the family was excessively anxious that the happy 
day should be named. It was very unpleasant for 
Mrs. De Cade to be insulted, every time Mr. De Cade 
went oyer the housekeeping books, by the gross re- 
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marks made upon the week's heavy expenses. Neither 
was it an agreeable thing for the seasitive Anastatia to 
be constantly scolded by her mamma for not bringing 
matters to a speedy conclusion. 

"Don't tell me, Stacy," cried Mrs. De Cade; 
" you could if you chose, you know you could. He 
would do anything you told him. I am not going to 
be abused by your father, and work myself to death 
into the bargain, to suit your shilly-shallying non- 
sense." 

They had the cool impudence to ask me to inter- 
fere; but I very speedily gave them to understand 
that I declined the office — ^with thanks. My advice 
was : " Give a party — ^introduce him to all your 
friends as your future son-in-law— and if that doesn't 
bring him to book, nothing will." They admitted 
|he high value of my suggestion, but the great and 
only objection to it was the expense. 

" I'll have no parties," growled the dentist. 

It so happened that about this time Dr. Le Dert, 
of Guildford Street, who did the doctoring for our 
Bloomsbury friends, issued pink notes for the grand 
ioiree dansante he annually gave to his patients, and 
the sagacious Mrs. De Cade had no trouble in se- 
curing an invitation for Dolly. It was to be, as it 
always was, a very grand affair, and was much talked 
about among the set. The Doctor considered that 
such reunions increased his practice ; and certainly, 
after his last treat, the number o£* patients was con- 
siderably augmented; but whether owing to grati- 
tude, or the violent exercise of dancing, or the supper 
wine, or the enormous success of laia \8^\^ ^qasv^^^ 
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work, entitled, " Are your Ducts free ?*' it is impos- 
sible to say. 

And a very pleasant evening we passed. I was 
not invited peraonall^^, but I took advantage of Dolly's 
interesting amatory position, and accompanied the 
boy. The Doctor received me, on hearing I was a 
professional gentleman, with considerable coldness, 
until I explained to him that I was only a student, 
and his patients were therefor3 safe, when his jovial 
manner returned, and he welcomed me heartily. 

It was, indeed, a grand entertainment. The bal- 
cony was covered in with an awning, and, with the 
aid of half-a-doz^n coloured lamps and an evergreen 
or two, quite rivalled Cremorne. The entire fire- 
place was filled with flowers, and a full-band piano, 
with the help of a harp, supplied an uninterrupted 
flow of stirring music by the best masters. Who can 
resist Haydn's superb " Creatioij," arranged as a 
quadrille ? and Handel's "Judas MaccabsBUs "Waltz" 
makes you dance whether you will or no. 

We unfortunately arrived at the Doctor's before 
the De Cade party, which made it very awkward for 
an entire stranger, like myself, but perhaps more so 
for Dolly, for it was pretty well known about the 
room that he was shortly to be married, and the 
ladies showed the great interest they took in him, by 
staring at him as hard as they could. 

It was in vain the Doctor exerted himself to his 
utmost to amuse the poor little fellow — pointing out 
his patients, explaining the diseases they had suflered 
from, and his rapid process of curing them. "Do 
you see that young lady there ?" whispered Mr. Le 
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Dert, pointing to a girl so thin she had no business 
to wear a low dress, " highly-interesting case ; cata- 
leptic from her birth ; undertaker measured her dozens 
of times ; given over by the entire faculty ! Cured 
her in ten days, sir! What d'ye think of that? 
Another case I'm very proud of: that youth with the 
bald head ; heart disease ; blue all over ; severe peri- 
carditis. Saved his life, sir ; sound as a roach, sir ; 
sounder ! All described in my book on the * Ducts' — 
get it — ^you'll like it." 

But Dolly was too much in love to care for science 
or the ducts. He sat with his eyes anxiously fixed 
on the door, wishing either that his Anastatia would 
come, or that he might be permitted to go. 

The entry of the charming Anastatia was the finest 
thing I ever witnessed. Dressed in white silk trimmed 
with white crape, her face white as chalk from con- 
flicting emotions (there had been a rumpus in the 
cab), a white camellia fastened in her bosom — ^white 
all over — she looked like a fashionable ghost, a sort of 
mate to the statue in " Don Giovanni." 

The sensation she produced was immense. A 
whisper flew round the room of " Here she is !" and 
the Doctor led her to a seat as tenderly as if she was 
very bad indeed. Several of her lady acquaintances 
rushed forward to shake her hand, and ask her how 
she felt, and bid her not give way. 

The gentlemen felt her influence, and began their 
criticisms. One near me said, " By Jove ! there's 
enough of her ;" another, equally rude, compared her 
and Dolly to Olympus and a molehill ; indeed, it waa 
quite a relief to hear a word of praise com^fe^wsi^ 
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Bmall man, somewhere near my knees, who squeaked 
out, " Heavens ! what a fine woman !" 

Curious fact, the effect Anastatia alwajs had upon 
little gentlemen. She seemed to electriiy *em like 
pith balls, and made them jump about with extraor- 
dinary eccentricity. 

On this occasion, there was no keeping the little 
things in order. They frisked around the lovely Stacy, 
and stared at her until Dolly was as jealous as Othello, 
and was distinctly seen to double up his tiny fist. 
They peeped from behind doors and round corners, 
and, after a good long look, they met by appointment 
in the back drawing-room, and exclaimed, in chorus, 
" What a dem fine creature !" 

The behaviour of the young ladies was not much 
better. It might have been from curiosity, or perhaps 
it was sympathy that made them crowd around the 
interesting Anastatia, whispering to one another, 
" She's engaged !'* and staring as though they had 
paid one shilling admission. 

The nervous Dolly, unable to endure such pointed 
attentions, fled from the room, and, sitting on the 
bottom stair, enjoyed the solitude of the landing and 
his own thoughts. 

The moment the lover's back was turned, the little 
men summoned up pluck enough to advance gracefully 
to the statue-like Anastatia, and request the "pleasure 
for the next." 

"I do not dance," she answered grandly, in a 
voice both deep and cold, that nipped and frightened 
them. 

^Jnat one wEltz P" suggested the smallest of the 



AM I NOT PONDLT THINE OWN P 68 

band, with a killing smile, that ought to have done his 
business for him. 

" I never waltz !" was the refusal that settled him 
entirely. 

" Won't you walk through a quadrille P" pleaded 
another, putting his head on one side, very coaxingly. 

"I never walk through quadrilles," replied the 
chaste girl. 

Then the disappointed little swains scampered off 
to meet once more in the back room, and stamp on 
the carpet with ecstasy, and ask one another, " Did 
you ever see such a paradise of a woman ?" 

After the little men had been quieted, the amuse- 
ments of the evening proceeded merrily. The young 
lady at the full band piano played with an energy 
which nearly burst the tambourine, and must have 
dented the triangles, and made the dancers fly about 
the room circling like leaves in a hurricane. The 
windows shook, the skirts clashed, and the coat-tails 
stood out at an angle of ninety ; but Anastatia sat 
stem and calm, unmoved and alone. 

Dolly was sulking in the passage. Even when he 
at last crept back to her side, he wouldn't speak to 
her, or answer her questions. It was not until she 
began to abuse her pigmy admirers, calling them 
"queer old-fashioned little oddities," that his good 
humour returned, and he rewarded her wit and genius 
with a smile. 

I shall always consider that old De Cade had in- 
formed Le Dert of the distressing position he was in 
with regard to Dolly, and had appealed to the Doctor 
to help him oat of the difficulty. Tkt ^^^j^ ik^ V^i^ 
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place at the supper-table was not only disgraceful to 
a civilized evening party, but opposed to all social 
law. It was a clear case of conspiracy, and, what 
is more, a confounded piece of impertinence, and 
if I had been Dolly, I should have pulled Le Dert's 
nose. 

The Doctor waited until the champagne began to 
work, and the laughter was even louder than the 
clatter of plates, and then rising up he begged every 
one fill his and her glass, for he had a toast to pro- 
pose. It really was shameful. 

" We have among us to-night,'' he said, " the 
lovely daughter of a talented father and most amiable 
mother — whose friendship has long been my boast 
and consolation — and we also have among us a gentle- 
man, who, condescending to quit for a few hours his 
noble acquaintances in the highest circles, has de- 
serted the salons of Belgravia to honour with his 
agreeable presence my humble drawing-room. Blessed 
with all this world can bestow — healthy and wealthy, 
to excess — ^yet this gentleman found that his happi- 
ness would be incomplete unless he selected from 
the fair daughters of this fair land one who should be 
the partner of his joys and sorrows, the lovely par- 
ticipator of his poverty and riches." Here Dolly 
turned very pale, and exhibited symptoms of falling 
under the table, whilst Anastatia's head drooped, and 
Mrs. De Cade was seized with n^oaning. The Doctor 
continued : "I am proud, gentlemen — ^proud to say 
that he has honoured the ladies of Bloomsbury by 
choosing from amid their galaxy of beauty. Long 
life and happiness to this betrothed pair! May they 
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live the joyous life their virtues deserve, and may 
their children be worthy of their estimable parents. 
Mr. Pickle . . . ." 

" Ickle," hurriedly suggested the dentist. (Sup- 
pressed laughter.) 

" O ! thank you," continued the Doctor, " Mr. 
Tickle " 

"No, no! Ickle," shouted old De Cade. (In- 
creased merriment.) 

" Bless me ! to be sure !" apologised Le Dert. 
*' Mr. Ickle, your health, and that of Miss Anastatia 
De Cade, your accomplished and lovely selection." 
(Hear! hear! tears, rattling of plates, and gurgles 
from the mother.) 

To clench the nail tighter, the dentist took upon 
himself to return thanks, and addressing his host and 
friend — his very dear and old friend, if he might be 
permitted to use that expression — Le Dert, he obliged 
the company with a strangely inaccurate account of 
the manner in which his daughter's affections had 
been won, managing, with fine tact, to pass the highest 
eulogiums to himself and all his family at least five 
times for every compliment he bestowed on Mr. Ickle. 

The impression in the room was, that Dolly wasi 
too richly rewarded. 

" In a few days, a few short hours," continued the 
sly father, " I shall lose a cherished daughter ; but, on 
the other hand, shall I not win an affectionate son ! 
Long may he appreciate her virtues and revel in her 
love ! May he in time understand the true value of a 
heart like hers, and ever be tender, true, and happy !" 
The effect of this speech vw. etectn^iA* TJtacc^ 
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wine-glasses were broken from the violent rapping on 
the table, and Mrs. De Cade, after struggling like a 
man to command her feelings, retired from the table^ 
and gave way in the front bed-room. 

Poor Dolly looked as stupid, and felt as wretched 
as a little boy in the comer, and the mom^t he could 
he rushed from the house, taking, in his con&siQn, 
the wrong hat, the wrong gloves, and the wrong coat. 

The next day the rainbow footman had strict 
orders given hiin, that when Mr. Ickle came he was to 
be shown into Mrs. De Cade's room before he ascended 
to his fondest. The dentist had insisted that his wife 
should speak to the bridegroom, and have the day 
fixed before another twenty-four hours had passed 
over their heads. 

" Don't you think it will come better from you, 
dear P" suggested Mrs. De Cade, not liking the task. 

" Don't be so infernally indelicate, Martha,'- Ms. 
De Cade had replied. 

The lady put on her best cap, and sat wondering 
how she should begin, and what she should say, when 
Dolly entered and drove all her set speeches out of 
her poor head. All she could say and do was to 
smile sweetly, and suggest that, after the speeches of 
the over night, the sooner the wedding took place the 
better. 

As Dolly blushed, she added, "We must manage 
Stacy between us : indeed, you must help me to your 
utmost, or she will never name the day. The idea of 
leaving home is too much for her, dear ehild I Only 
this morning she was begging me,N with tears in he; 
ejeft, to defer the cesemoBy fi^ a year at least,*^ 
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i^ For a year 1" cried Dolly, in alarm. . 

^'Yes; we mu^t both speak to her, or she will 
never consent ; we must force it from her." So they 
paounteci to the drawing-roomj determined to conquer 
or scold. 

They took the noble Anastatia rather by surprise 
-r-eyidently. ghe vas excessively anxiouai to avoid 
the question. It was an n^pleaaan^ subject, and sh^ 
didn't like it. 

" Surely, there is plenty of time, dearest mamma," 
she mqdestly remarked. 

" But there is not plenty of time, love !" cried 
mamma; "you should have more respect for Mr. 
Ickle than use such cruel words. Pray have moro 
consideration, Anastatia." 

" O, Dolly !" exclaimed the fine girl, pained to the 
quick with the bare notion of having been unkind to 
her dear man. 

" I have promised to assist Mr. Ickle with all my 
authority as a par-^nt, and X will be obeyed, Anastatia," 
continued mamma, very sternly. 

"Thank you, Vxa sure," gratefully murmured 
DoUy. 

" The wedding shall take place in ten days from 
this time,'' was the command nobly spoJ^en with calmr 
ness and great decision. 

The poor girl stared with amazement. "Ten days !' ' 
she exclaimed ; " O, mamma, I cannot ! give me one 
year — one short year !" 

" Ten days !" cried Mrs. De Cade, sternly. 

" O, six months ! — six fleeting months!" pleaded 
the trembling Anastatia. 
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" Ten days !" again cried the unrelenting mamma, 
stamping her foot, to prove she would not be trifled 
with. 

"Then say one month — one month! and I will 
cheerfully obey ;" pleaded the magnificent creature, 
with almost tragic intensity. 

"Por the last time, ten days !!" cried mamma, 
though it, of course, cost her a struggle to be so 
unkind. 

Anastatia saw that resistance was useless, and 
bowed her head superbly. 

It was her destiny. 

To console her, Dolly, taking her hand, said, "I 
shall be by your side, dear ! It will soon be over, if 
you don't think about it !" 

" Oh, Dolly ! Dolly !*' the fond woman exclaimed, 
clasping him to her bosom. " If ever you deceive me, 
my heart will break." • 

The scene was too painful, and the mother, to 
spare her child's feelings, drew Dolly aside, and in- 
formed him that Mr. De Cade was anxious to have a 
few minutes' private talk with him in the operating- 
room. 

The conversation with the papa, I was afterwards 
told, was chiefly on business matters, such as settle- 
ments, and explaining very fully the reasons why 
Anastatia could not bring her husband apy dowrvi 
worth talking about. * 
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CHAPTER IV. 

HISS A^ASTAtlA IS HADE OOHFOBTABLE FOB LIFE, 
AKD HB. I0S:LE THIKKS HE HUST BE DEAD AKJ> 
IN HEATEir. 

OuB Bloomsbury dentisfc waa a fat, unsentimental 
man of business. The fire and fancy of youth had 
been suffocated by beef and port, and there he stood, 
every inch of him, a hard-breathing money article. 

He had meddled with the lovely Anastatia's love 
affairs merely because it was a good speculation ; but 
his usual defmition of marriage was, '^ six months of 
humbug, and a life of regret." 

Often did he threaten his son Bob, that if ever he 
allowed a woman to make a fool of him, the pair of 
them should be bundled into the streets, and allowed 
to finish their sentiment in the workhouse. I have, 
myself, heard him say, " If a young fellow has his wita 
about him, marriage is the best start he can have in 
the world ; indeed, he did not know any other method, 
excepting burglary and embezzlement, by which a 
penniless youth could, by a few weeks' exertion, ren- 
der himself independeut for life." 

But what can you expect from a dentist ? a "fe\kaH5 
who borrowed half-a- crown and\)o\x^t «L^i\3c oS. ^sj^sa^' 
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cers ; who gave a six months' bill for his door-plate, 
and then called himself a professional gentleman ? 

The old boy had carefully prepared himself for his 
interview with Mr. Ickle. Although it was not his 
regular day for a clean shirt, yet, the occasion being 
important, he sacrificed 'fourpence, and put one on. 
Some men have gretit (Jonfidehcfe in the efficacy of 
clean linen. It gives them pluck, and makes them 
c^Dhceited. He — for this oceiaBibn only— ^also brushfed 
his haii^, and turned doWn his cuffs. After cautiously 
concealing his diabolical instruments of torture> he 
seated himself in the patients' arm-chair, and felt 
like a cleian prime minister, ^tpecting & d^putatidn, 
fthd determined not to sacrifice one penhy of his 
xtetfenue. 

He received Dolly with a nasty fbi^ced sihile, that 
would have made me, ktiowing the Inan, strike an 
attitude of self-defence and back to thfe dobr. lie 
l^ais one of your wheedling robbers, who mean mid- 
chief and look lovingkindness — ditch-WJttelr with the 
fetin shining on it. Tou will tihderstatid, presently, 
Why I am so disgusted with Chis old De Cadd. I 
febuld thump him. To this day, wheiiever I b^6 him 
iii a clean shirt, I fly from him iii dread. 

Son-in-iaw was introduced by mother-iii-laW, who 
tbmtnunicated tb fathelr-in-law the glbribus news that 
in ten days' time all Would be bVer. The old bby was 
too knowing tb betray any sighs ot joy ; hfe rtithefr 
pretended to be taken by burprise, and pained at the 
idea of so soon parting with his child. 

" Perhaps it is for the best," he mUttered ; ** yes, 
«/fer all, I am glad of it, very glad*, for, to tell you 
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the truth, Addlphus, it was killing mjpoor girl. She 
never was very strong, was she, my dear ?" 

My dear^ to estope telling such a downright fib, 
skook hei^ head and sighed. Adolphus was thunder- 
struck, for he had ever considered the constitution of 
Us Staey to be made of east-iron; 

" This continued anxiety was wearing her to a 
thread-paper," the fatheir continued^ cocking his eye- 
brows mournfully ; " the interest she naturally felt in 
j-iiu, leklei was too much for her — toe much. She has 
judt the same delicate organisation as her mother— 
no telling ever-night whether she will not be a corpse 
by the morning." 

T|iis unpleasant remark evidently alarmed i&f&s. De 
Oade^ whose health had hitherto been highly satisfac- 
tory. To ehange the subject, she observed — 

^'We had great trouble with dear Anastatia be- 
fore she would consent." 

" Perfectly natural^ my dear/' answered the den- 
tist ; '^ I expected you would. Leaving a comfortable 
home — mother, father, all! — isn't pleasant at any 
times You must make allowances for her feelings, 
Adolphud; If it affects us^ how can we expect her to 
like it ? The affection of that girl, sir," he added, in 
A Confidential tone, ''is at tinies so positively ftightful 
that it has led to words. For instance, thete is our 
^uiM, it sWairms with cats^ yet she likes the brutes^ 
I eanndt understand the girl at all." 

" Ah ! and do you remember the poor woman bnl 
the door-step F suggested the niother, trying her utmost 
to puff hei^ child. 

"Are you referring, my lo^e^ Vo ^'ft ^s^q ^^r^bs^ 
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you missed the cold rice?" inquired the father 
mildly. 

" No, no, dear ! I mean the black woman with the 
tracts, that called you Massa, when you threatened 
to give her in charge." 

" True ! true ! I remember perfectly," exclaimed 
old Eaphael. " An unfortunate outcast, who had no 
business in England ; I had to scold Auastatia se- 
verely. She positively crammed this wretched black 
creature's pockets vnth my coals, besides giving he^ 
the dry toast left from breakfast. It was impossible, 
of course, to be very angry vnth her — ^for long, though 
I did caution her, perhaps harshly, against being too 
liberal with my property." # 

These and other convincing proofs of the fine girl's 
amiable disposition could not fail to affect Dolly 
deeply, and convince him he had secured the best 
wife in the world. The way in which, he turned 
from mamma to papa, and uttered his little O's ! of 
wonder and applause, betrayed the intensity of his 
feelings. 

When old De Cade considered that the fine girl's 
praises had been sufficiently sung, and the lover 
worked into a generous mood, he suddenly remem- 
bered that the sweet Anastatia had been left to soli- 
tude in the drawing-room ; and observing that if she 
was allowed to ponder too much, he, for one, would 
not answer for the consequences, he entreated the 
anxious mother to fly up-stairs, and try her utmost to 
arouse and console the dear girl. " Make her take a 
glass of wine— anything to distract her thoughts !" 
was Ms pathetic command. 
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' The idea of being shut up alone with old De Cade, 
was anything but pleasant to the timid Dolly. He 
watched the dentist closely, and noticed that he 
fidgeted about in his chair, crossed and uncrossed bis 
legs, ruffled his hair, and stroked his chin. "Whilst 
he was wondering what his father-in-law could have to 
say, that gentleman was thinking over the best way of 
saying it. 

At last the dentist eased Dolly's mind by speak- 
ing: "In ten days' time, God bless me!" Then he 
ceased, as if the thought was too strong for him. " It 
will be hard work to get everything ready," he 
added, after a short silence. 

" Indeed," observed Dolly. 

** Yes ! sharp work !" continued the parent ; " we 
must begin at once, or we shall be ]^te." 

"I suppose sol" remarked Dolly, with consider- 
able animation. 

" Has Mrs. De Cade spoken to you on the sub- 
ject of my daughter's dowry P" inquired the dentist, 
mildly, as if such themes were the usual topics of 
drawing-room conversation. 

" No ! !" he added with assumed astonishment as 
Dolly shook his head in reply. " You surprise me ! I 
suppose it escaped her memory. Women are sad 
hands at business, Adolphus 1" He was much given 
to making his wife his scape-goat. 

Dolly smiled because De Cade smiled; out of 
politeness, not merriment. 

" Not that I consider that wealth is necessary to 
domestic love," observed the old wretch. 

*' Indeed!^* cried Dolly, warmly. 
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" It tod frequently embarrasses the affectidHs/' 
added papa. 

" I darfe Sajrj" aiidwered Dolly; 

"Yes! JaniBui?eJof it,'* the humbug (Stttiiinued | 
'' tkough you mustn't mistake me. Mind ! I am no 
bigot; I am not opposed to afflaenee well directed. 
"With ydUir fiiie income j death alone ought to end yoar 
eiyoyments. Shall you assure your life P" 

'' K Anastatia would like ine to id so," he i*ejplied, 
tmineifhht startled; 

'' I'll iee to it," the detitist dooUy aniiweredi " A 
teiy pirudeiit ^iep, aiid it does you great honour^ 
Adolphus. I suppose you knoW thiit my ehild will not 
receire her marriage portion until afber ihf death P" 

Like ik getiei*6us boyj DoUy replied^ '* l^o, I didn't 
know it ! but it does not matter ; we shall hate plenty 
without ydUf assibtttiice \ thanks to my good paireht's 
care." 

"Nobly spdken! ndbly spoken! my dear Adol- 
phus j I am protid of ydu !" cried De Cade^ with real 
enthuisiasm ; "you deserve ydui* good fortune* By 
the by, talking of good fortune reminds me of thd 
calamities we are all subject to. Do you inteild set- 
tling anything on Anastatia, in case of tommereiftl 
iHJcidentsP" 

"Bhe will shai^e ev^thing with mdj" refflied 
Dolly ; " what I have will be hers. I think a settles 
ment would be of no usd to any one but the lawyer 
who charges for it." 

" Such eicell^nt sentiments arie^ a ciHsdlt td you, 
Adolphus," continued the dentist. *' It is a eonso^ 
JatJon to me to think my child will be united to such 
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a mfth; Btillj what I meant was this : I imagined jod 
would feel mdre comfortable in your tnind, if you weifd 
convinced that whatever misfortune befell your pro- 
perty, ybtir wife and children were well provided for. 
Do ydu see it iii the same light P" 

Sdmehow or other Dolly's mental vision waS but 
df order, fof he replied, " My property is perfddtljf^ 
safe, I can assure you." 

"Th^nk God fol* that!" exdaimed the father j 
** Mrs. De Cade wiU be delighted to hear it. But 
excuse a parent's caution. I think I could sleep easiet 
in my bed if I was certain my dear Anastatia eould 
never dome to Want. I even think her liidther would 
enjoy hel* night's repose more thoroughly — ^I do iila 
deed!" 

Dolly thought for & mdmeiit, and being in an un- 

to do anything in my power to please the' pai^nts of 
my Anastatia." 

" God bless ybii, Adolphus ! I knew ybu Would," 
exclaltried De Cade, nearly ovei*(Jome by his feelings. 
'' Perhaps you had better consult An^^statia before we 
take any steps. I shouldn't wondel^ if She Was indig- 
nant the moment she hears the word ' sdttleiheiit,' fol* 
she has just the same noble chariicter aS yourself ^in 
fact, ydu seem made for each otheh I always said sd 
—ask Mrs. De Cade. And I'll teU you what I'll do," 
he added, brightening up, " I will, by Jupiter ! If 
she will consent to your settling Sil hundred a-yeai* 
on heir dtid the childfen . -, . I'll be one of the 
trustees ; I will, indeed ! There !" and he i:\>&VsrA. 
from the room without eyeu Nrftilm^ \iO \^^ ^^oaKc^^^<i 
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and Dolly heard him in the passage calling out to 
Mrs. De Cade that Anastatia was wanted in the 
parlour. 

The dear girl was evidently but too delighted to 
have another opportunity of sitting by her lover's side. 
She had nearly overcome the effects of the startling 
scene in the drawing-room, for the smile was on the 
lip, and the colour had stolen back to the cheek, and 
in the eye alone could be traced a sublime expression 
of delicate sorrow. " Did you wish to see me, Dolly 
dear P" she said, in her sweet, mincing little voice, 
taking his hand and patting it so prettily, that he 
could not answer for pure eiyoyment. It was not 
imtil she ceased to pat that he found courage to 
talk. 

As old De Cade had expected, the very instant 
Dolly uttered the word " settlement," she shook her 
lovely head, frowned, and cried " "No ! No, no ! 
Never ! Enough ! I refuse." 

** But still, dearest," urged Dolly, enraptured by 
her disinterested refusal, " we are none of us entirely 
secure from misfortune — suppose poverty . . ." 

" I will share your poverty," she cried, turning up 
her eyes Uke a dear angel. 

Could he doubt that she loved him but for himself 
alone P The thought inspired him with eloquence ; 
yet, so perverse is the female character, that the 
stronger he pressed the firmer was the resistance. It 
was a battle of generous love. 

" Yet, my fondest, as a mere act of common pru- 
dence . . . ." he pleaded. 

^^ Never J" she stoutly responded. 
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" It is but half my fortune I offer you, darling," 
he observed. 

"We will have but one purse,** she remarked, 
looking full in his face. 

" Por our children's sake !" was his pathetic en- 
treaty. 

" I decline.*' Given firmly, with no nonsense 
about it. 

" For my sake, dearest !'* he suggested, with his 
head on one side. 

"Let us talk of something else," she replied, 
* frowning prettily. 

As a last chance, he exclaimed, " To oblige your 
parents, Anastatia." That overcame her. She could 
only mutter, " Dear, dear mother !" and her pride 
was humbled. It was as good as a consent. Most likely 
Dolly was pained to find that she was willing to do 
for her ma and pa what she refused to her generous 
lover, for, instead of embracing her with rapture, he 
began to pout, and, to her astonishment, said in an 
injured voice, "Very well, Anastatia, since you object 
to this settlement, I shall not press it upon you.'* 

" My dear, dear mamma ! " she murmured feebly. 

" I shall not refer to the subject any longer," he 
continued. 

" My good, fond papa," she sighed. 

" Let the matter end," he said, resolutely. 

" How ungrateful of me to disobey them ! " she 
cried in anguish. 

" jN^ot a^jother word," he suggested. 

" Since you think it necessary,*' she exclaimed^ 
anxiously. 
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" Uqt at all— what is n^e ia yours," waa his calm 
reply. 

"Dear, generous Adolphus, I yipld. Haye the 
settlement if it be your wish ! " cried the devoted girl, 

" But I objected to it from the first. Ijj is unne- 
cessary," was the withering answer. 

" Oxj^ babes shall never reprp^ch me ! ** i^urmured 
the virgin. 

"They are amply provided for!'* responded the 
bachelor. 

" For your sake, then, my own Adolphus," she 
exclaimed, overcome with modesty at haying to make 
such a confession, and alarmed out of her life at the 
idea of Ipsing her settlement ; " dear, geperous man, 
ivby should I hesitate to confess that I can refuse you 
npthing P" and she seized his band, and kissed it with 
gratitude apd devotion. 

But it was a narrow squeak, as I thought, wheii 
the enraptured Dolly told me of the interview. I 
half fancy the old dentist must have told the girl 
;iot to appear top anxious for the money. That is 
the only way in which I can account for her extra- 
ordinary disinterestedness. Fancy hesitating about 
accepting six hundred a-year. It isn't human nature, 
I say. 

AiVTiilst the lovers were revelling in their calm en- 
joyments of sanctioned courtship, the dentist set the 
lawyers to work, and before the wedding cards were 
sent home, three skins of stout parchment were nicely 
engrossed, securing to the lov^Jy Anastatia the fine 
fortune which was to enable her to del^ the world — 
and her husband, too, if she chose, 
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I had a very trying time of it with Ppl)y the night 
before the wedding-day. We had been rup^ii^g ^l)pu| 
^wn all the morning, buying pre8en|;8 fpr his Anas- 
iatia, such as a superb dressing-case, » magnific^ti 
trayeUing cloak, litied with fur, md a diamond guar4 
for the wedding ring, worthy the finger of a duc^es^; 

I took case be should have plenty of wine at hif> - 
dinner to keep up his pluck ; but, sopaehow or other, 
it had np effect upon him beyond making him irritable 
and nenrous. Although I had promised not to leo^yp 
him until he was well through the entire business, it 
frequired all my philosophy and patience to make m^ 
keep my word. 

First, it was the tailor who was late with hia 
plothes, and I had to take a cab and rush off to hurry 
tjhe fellpws by blowing them up. Presently the coat 
and waistcoat were sent home, and word left that the 
trousers would be ready by six the next mprping. 
"Good gracious! here's an awful position," cried 
Dolly. 

Then that blessed wedding ring was always beii^g 
lost and had to be hunted ^ter. I think we bought 
three rings before we felt at ease. The paokingrup 
was a tiresome job, too. He wanted to take pyery- 
thiog he had, down to his boot-jack, in case Anastatia 
might want it. 

But worst of all, was his intense horror lest he 
should oversleep himself in the morning. The servant 
was ordered to call him at six, and a pplicen^an was 
bribed to ring up thp servant at five, and an parly 
coffee-shop pai4 to Ipok ^^ thp p^Uef^i^aR ati &Hr. 
I slept cffi the bo&, and waa MakdXKs ^3toB^* '^^^ 
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scarcely closed his eyes all night, and then he had 
nightmares. 

The wedding was about the same as weddings 
always are — as dull as a funeral before the breakfast, 
and as jolly as a wake afterwards, until about four in 
the afternoon, when everybody felt as if they hadn't 
been in bed for a week, and wondered what they 
should do to kill time. 

The fine girl looked transcendently superfine — 
a lovely cream-laid, laced-edged bride — a satin divi- 
nity, white as a new ceiling, the type of innocence 
u la mode. The touch of a newly-washed finger would 
have soiled her delicate, rustling robes. Her bonnet 
was a bower of bliss, the orange flowers would have 
tempted a queen-bee. She wore the pearls Dolly gave 
her, likewise the earrings, brooch, bracelets, and watch, 
his offerings. She earned my prayer-book and Dr. 
Le Dert's parasol ; but I have been given to under- 
stand her parents did provide her dress. 

The bridegroom was so nervous, old De Cade 
asked me anxiously if he had been drinking. Adol- 
phua afterwards told me the tailor had made his 
trousers so tight, his mind was on Ihe rack every time 
he had to kneel. There were six bride's-maids, who 
all allowed their feelings to get the better of them, 
and completely ruined their bonnet strings ; and Mrs. 
De Cade would certainly have had a fit, had not the 
beadle taken her in hand, and restored her to con- 
sciousness by reading the responses loudly in her ear. 

Most of the pews were occupied by highly-respect- 
able servant-girls and young children, many of whom 
liod their perBmi;>u\a.toT& waiting for them outside. 
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The return home and the breakfast were decided 
successes. Far from courting privacy, old De Cade, 
with excusable pride, seemed rather anxious that the 
wedding should make a sensation in the parish. Every 
house in the square and the streets around were aware 
that the dentist's daughter was to be married to a very 
rich gentleman. It was not a bad plan for letting his 
neighbours know, in ca.se they had the toothache, or 
wanted anew set,'where they might spend their money. 

The consequence was, that when the six carriages 
drew up at the door, every window in the square was 
thrown open, and heads of every size and age wel- 
comed our return. A street band enlivened onr feast 
with a choice selection of sentimental strains, such as 
the " Eatcatcher's Daughter" and the ** Irish Quad- 
rilles ;" and even when the fiddle knocked for half- 
pence, th^ harp bravely struggled on with the concert. 

The gem of the breakfast certainly was Dr. Le 
Dert's speech. A finer display of oratorical powers I 
have never listened to, even at our debating-club. It 
knocked the women over one after the other, so that 
the jellies were nearly shaken to pieces with the sobs. 
Now, as he talked of the happiness to come, all was 
silence, so still that I was distinctly heard to crack 
another plover's egg ; then, as he consoled the loving 
parents, the impulsive wailings spluttered forth, a 
helter-skelter of grief, the tears running fast and 
chasing each other, and Mrs. De Cade trying to catch 
her breath. I considered Dqlly would be a mean fellow 
if he didn't at once install Dr. Le Dert as his family 
adviser ; for when a man has talked, for at lea&t «x^ 
hour, about a long life and good \xei\.V\i, *\\.Na ^\!»sx^ 
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case if he isn't allowed to Laye the management of 
those blessings. 

The whole affair went pff very pleasantly. I 
think I must have emptied more than one bottle of 
champagne as my allowance, for I was ordered to look 
after the six bride's-maids, and I kept them at a steady 
giggle up to the time wheii the brougham drove up 
that was to waft the happy couple towards foreign 
shores, as far as London Bridge. Poor things 1 as it 
afterwards turned out, they had much better have 
stayed in London. 

That fearful moment at last airived, when a doting 
toother's heart must bleed, and an adored father's 
pocket ought too, if he has any grandeur in his soul. 
Forgetting her new cap, mamma buries her face in 
her child's bonnet, and kisses the dear cheeks now 
another's — the cheeks she has so fondly watched over 
as they expanded into womanhood, now not larger 
than cherries, now full as pippins. Not far off stands 
papa, waiting until those dear cheeks are at liberty, 
and he may be permitted to imprint one heartfelt 
embrace on their soft surface. See ! in his hand he 
holds an envelope, and as the loved child upturns her 
face, he thrusts the hidden treasure into her expectaiit 
palm. " Put it in your pocket," he mutters, and turns 
aside his head. When Anastatia did look at it, she 
was considerably affected at finding the cheque was 
only for five pounds. 

We saw them safely off ; the gentlemen standing 

on the door-step, waving their dinner napkins — the 

ladies on the balcony, prettily grouped, frantically 

Jdaaing their hands. Mrs. Ickle looked magnificent in 



ANASTATIA IS UAJ)£ OOIUTOBTABLE f OB LIFE. 83 

her travelling costume, and Mr. Ickle created quite a 
sensation with, bis Tweed suit. A street cab, packed 
inside and out with luggage, followed the ni^ptial 
chariot. The old shoe was of course cast after them, 
for luck, and, lodging on a bandbox as big as a full- 
band drum, had the honour of accompanying the 
happy pair as far as the railway station. 

I have since been informed that on their way 
through the city the newly-wedded ones did not 
indulge in conversational outpourings of soul. They 
were entirely absorbed in the contemplation of their 
great happiness and respective features. They sat 
hand-in-hand, gazing with rapture into each other's 
face, never closing the eye but to wink. They 
thoroughly understood the poetry of eye-talk. 

When Dolly uttered a feeble grunt, Anastatia 
responded with a suppressed cherup, and she knew 
that the grunt meant, ^^I worship thee;*' and he 
translated the cherup into " My fondest joy." 

It was not until they reached Cheapside that the 
noise and bustle of the vulgar world dragged them 
from their heaven of rapture, and persuaded them 
they were still mortal. The continual stopping, and 
consequent jolting, bumped them off their pinnacle 
of bliss. 

Then, to distract their thoughts, Mrs. Ickle 
opened her morocco travelling-bag, and produced a 
kieat little jeweller's box. Holding it before Dolly, 
•he playfully wagered he could not tell her what the 
little pasteboard casket contained. Human vision 
being limited, it is not surprising that he could not. 
9o she removed the lid^ and Iclq Wif^di) tq.^^^vsi% ^^\s^- 
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fortably on the soft cotton, a tooth beautifully mounted 
in solid gold, with a little ring at one end for the 
riband to go through. The originality of the hijou 
made Dolly stare. 

" Do you not recognize this dear tooth ?" cried 
the fond wife ; " it was once yours, my loved one, 
until it was cruelly taken from you ; now it is mine, 
dearest, never, never to be parted with whilst life 
remains.*' 

" Sweet girl !*' murmured Dolly. 

" Yes, my adored Adolphus !" exclaimed the bride ; 
"but for this darling tooth we had never met. Then 
can you blame me for loving it ? Dear ittle toosie !" 
she cried, gazing fondly on the treasured molar, be- 
fore returning it to the dark recesses of her bag. 

Marriage had made our little man fierce with im- 
portance. As he trotted about the railway platform, 
he was no longer the bashful, retiring Dolly, but a 
proud, commanding, bumptious Dolly, ordering por- 
ters about as if he paid their wages, and threatening 
everybody, even before they had offended. " Where 
have you put mt wife's boxes ?" he roared. " Mind 
what you are about with mt wife's trunks!" he 
shouted. " Have you labelled my wife's luggage ?" 
fiercely he bawled. 

He was determined everybody should know he 
was a married man, and he succeeded ; for scarcely 
were they seated in the carriage (expressly engaged 
for them), when a porter thrust his head in at the 
window, and observed, that he " should like to drink 
the bride's health, your honour." 

" Presently, the guard came to look at their tickets, 
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end to wish him happiness through life, "and the 
handsome lady the same, likeways." Three more 
porters were very anxious to drain a gohlet in honour 
of the lovely Anastatia; but that fair creature ex- 
claimed so fiercely, " How dare you, men ! go away, 
men !" that the impudent fellows retired in con- 
fusion. 

Never was journey moi% sentimental than that of 
these two devoted beings, hastening to Dover. Did 
Anastatia move, Adolphus in alarm jumped from his 
seat. If he did but sneeze, she was by his side to 
help him. As the excitement of the morning wore 
away, Anastatia felt a strong desire for forty winks. 

" Sleep, fondest," entreated the affectionate bus* 
band. 

" Sleep!" murmured the fair one. "If you wish 
it, my blessed, I will try ! but it is only that I ijiay 
dream of thee." 

Presently he inquired, "Why does the whistle 
blow so violently ?" and her enrapturing reply was, 
" I heard it not, my Adolphus, my thoughts were with 
my dearest." 

" Let us ever, my dearest wife," said Adolphus, 
whose brain, in the darkness of a tunnel, had been 
suddenly illumined with the bright thought ; " let ub 
through life avoid quarrelling and dissensions." 

" Oh yes ! Oh yes ! let us be happy together," she 
earnestly responded. 

" I am aware, my pet life," continued my good 
Dolly, pale with emotion, "that my temper is dis^ 
gustingly violent, and I fear you may fiivd \t ^ \)5^^ 
dijBagraeabia," 
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" How Btrange !" she replied, " Now, I am never 
cross, never!" 

" At times," the little man went on, " I loathe my- 
self for giving way to my terrible passions. It is so 
very wrong.'* 

" How very remarkable !" she ansiwered. " I do 
not remember ever being in a passion in all my Hfe." 

" Good girl !" exclaimed Dolly ; ** you must teach 
me to conquer myself. When I frown . . ," 

" I will smile !" interrupted the lovely being. 

"When I sulk . . ."he added. 

" I will fondle !" she rejoined. 

How could two such pure and high-souled beings 
help adoring one another P 

Why is it that the good are permitted to suffer P 
Why is it that the unoffending are subjected to per- 
secution ? When the wicked boast of their prosperity, 
and thrive in their evil courses, is it not strange that 
the large-hearted and right-minded should meet with 
annoyance and unnecessary trouble ? Yet such was 
the fate of Adolphus and his Anastatia. 

They reached Dover at an unlucky moment. The 
fine weather had overfilled the town with visitors, 
sending up back attics to the price of front parlours, 
Not a window was to be seen with the wdcome pla- 
card announcing that apartments were to let. 

To add to their dismay, every hotel was crowded. 
The Duke of Saxe Hornburg, visiting this country at 
the expense of the nation, had, with his numerous 
attendants, appropriated one of the hotels ; the Duke 
of Saxe Coalberg, with his vast retinue, had seized 
upon another estaWishment ; wKUat every imji in the 
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town had been stormed by the countless retainers of 
the Prince of Scratchen berg— all the invited and bilt 
paid guests of this wealthy kingdom, 

"What was to be done P The steamer, whilst the 
newly-married couple were hunting for accommoda* 
tiou, had departed for smiling Erance ; the next train 
back to London was at midnight. Anastatia was 
dying of fatigue, and yet the chances of a night's 
repose seemed distant indeed. 

Anastatia wris shocked and frightened, "How 
dreadful," she exclaimed. " So awkward, too ! What 
shall we do, my dear ?'* 

" I will never consent to your walking about the 
town all night," said Dolly, with tears in his feyes. 

"If it was only a mattress," suggested the poor 
wife, looking up to heaven, as if imploring the angels 
to send her one. 

It was no consolation to them when the fly-driver 
ofered to lease out for the night his commodious and 
well-aired vehicle. " Pull up the vinders, and turn 
iif between the cushions," explained the man; "and 
if you aren't as comf 'table as any of them there 
feather-beds, why don't pay nothen*. That's fair I 
Half a pail of hot water for a rinse, and a bit o' soap 
'ull soon' cheer you up in the morning." 

"Nonsense, man!" cried the disgusted bride; 
"don't talk to me of rinses." 

This perilous position softened tSeir hearts. At 
first they had entered the hotels in all the pride of 
wealth, and ordered apartments; now they deter- 
mined to revisit these excellent institutions, and -qof 
thetically entreat for shelter. TVxQ \>tw^ ia^assXs^a* 
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imderfcook the painful task, determined to wring 'the 
Kearts of the landladies with her prayers and wailings^ 
or faint in the passage. 

I am persuaded no other lady in England but 
Anastatia would have succeeded in such an enter- 
prise. Money was out of the question ; fascination 
was all she could trust to. 

At that well-known and comfortable hostelry, 
" The Rose in June/' she pinned the buxom proprie- 
tress in a corner, and told her distressing story. 
Only married that mormng ; quitting, but a few hours 
since, her papa's palatial town residence, with spare 
beds enough for the dozen, to find herself and her 
delicate "husband outcasts and roofless. Wealthy be- 
yond notion, and moving in the highest circles, was it 
not sad that the beggar in the streets should be more 
blessed than they ? 

The landlady's heart heaved with sympathy ; sle 
remembered the day when she, too, was a trusting 
bride, and arranging her cap, she rushed among her 
German lodgers. 

She succeeded too. One good man — a Hen 
Gruntz, an angel on earth — had, the moment he was 
appealed to, placed his apartment at the disposal of 
the distressed bride. Consulting with his compa- 
nions, they soon agreed to immolate themselves, by 
sleeping three in a bed. 

" All fine men, and in the suite of the Prince of 
Scratchenberg," the landlady explained. 

" How kind ! how magnanimous !" exclaimed the 
grateful Anastatia. *^ In the morning, Adolphus dear, 
jou must see this gentleman and thank him." 



i 
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Ifittle did Dolly, as he put his little boots outside 
his door, imagine that this very Herr Qruntz, whose 
bed he was so thankful for, was doomed to be the 
curse of his life. 

Of all men in the world, Dolly was, perhaps, the 
most retiring, the least anxious for notoriety or ap- 
plause. He enjoyed the freedom of the secluded 
glade, the quietude of the shady forest's innermost 
recess. Not that he disliked the society of his 
fellow ; but he was nervous, and objected to being 
stared at. 

Judge of his dismay, then, when on the morrow 
he found himself the hero of the *' Eose in June.*' 
Wherever he went his steps were dogged by smiling 
domestics. If he indulged in a stroll up and down 
before the house, rousing his appetite for breakfast 
by whistling some simple strain, heads in caps of 
cloth and caps of net, close-cropped or ringletted, 
watched his movements. He was compelled to retire 
to his room, and wait for Anastatia to protect him. 

The fond creature heard his light footstep. " Dolly 
dear," she called from the bed-room, "what would 
you like me to wear, dear ?*' 

He thought for a moment, and then answered, 
" Put on your lace pelerine, dearest ! you look 
heavenly in that." 

" You silly pet," she replied, " that was mamma's ; 
how can you ?" 

After a moment the loved voice again called to 
him, " Dolly dear ! I can't find my brooch." 

" Never mind, we will look for it aftec bx^ifefes^V 
be answered. " Use your diamouSi oTie,^ 
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"How foolish you are, darling," responded the 
noble girl, "you know that was dear mahima's." 

"Dear me," thought Dolly, "what a lot of her 
mother's things she used to wear." 

Yet, again, the sweet yoice addressed him, "It's 
no good putting on bracelets, is it, pet ?" 

Now Dolly loved, to see her in bracelets 2 " Oh 
yes, dear, do!" he poetically pleaded, "the gold ones 
I first saw around your lovely arms !*' 

" You naughty silly," exclaimed Anastatia, " as if 
I hadn't told you they were darling mamma's !" 

** Bless my heart," ihwardly exclaimed the asto- 
nished husband, " why everything was her ma's." 

But all anger left his heart when the lovely Mrs. 
Ickle seated herself at the breakfast- table, 'enchant- 
ingly arrayed in a tight-fitting robe of tender lilac, 
which set off her magnificent figure to the utmost 
advantage. Her graceful handling of the tea-pot 
caused him to take three cups. 

The meal over, a fiy was engaged, the boxes 
packed up, and the utmost confiision prevailed. The 
Boulogne steamer was ringing its bell violently, yet 
the polite German had to be thanked, the bill paid, 
and ever so many things seen to. To save time, 
Dolly was despatched below to bow his gratitude to 
the generous foreigner, whilst Anastatia managed the 
trunks. He handed his card to the waiter with a 
request that Herr Gruntz would favour him with an 
interview, and then loitered about the hall awaiting 
the answer. 

Now the servants, who all the morning had been 
watching tor their opportunity for catching the bride- 
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gpoom quietly by himself, at once saw that the favour- 
able moment had arrived. Quick as lightning the 
news flew about the building that the newly-married 
man was alone in the hall. They began to flock 
around the wretched little Dolly, running up-stairs 
from the kitchen, down-stairs from the bed-rooms, 
darting out of stables, and springing from out- 
houses— ^waitors, chambermaids, porters, boots, cooks, 
even the fly -driver. They hemmed him in beyond 
the chance of escape. " Long life to the bride, sir,** 
cried one ; " Like to drink her health, your honour," 
said another ; " Prosperity and happiness at home and 
abroad," prayed a third. 

This was worse than even the railway station ; but 
there was nothing left for him to do but to smile, 
and give the nearest hand a sovereign. Yet this did 
not appease the greedy well-wishers. 

" We sham't have none of that, your honour," 
observed the boots. 

" Catch him sharing it !" remarked a chamber- 
maid. 

A second sovereign was parted with, and then a 
third, and how many more would have been sacrificed 
there is no saying, had not the intrepid Anastatia, 
whilst descending the stairs, caught sight of the. 
hungry plunderers, and rushing among them rescued 
her lamb from slaughter. 

" Drink ! I'd drink 'em," cried the indignant lady, 
as Dolly tried to explain the cause of the tumult. 

" And they want such a lot, too !" added Dolly, 
with disgust. 

WhUat Anastatia was Bettlingmt^i ^^ \^\i^%^l^ 
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a portly gentleman with large ears, wearing neat gold 
spectacles and a closely-clipped moustache, in a tight 
frock coat and a short satin waistcoat, advanced bow- 
ing and smiling to the husband. This was evidently 
Herr Gruntz. He offered his broad palm, and his 
fingers closed over Dolly's diminutive hand as easily 
as if it had been a knife-handle. 

The blushing Dolly began his pretty speech very 
nicely, by observing, " I am very much obliged, 

sir " but the smiling foreigner stopped him short 

by remarking, " 'Not speech England, sare ;" and then 
shrugged his shoulders, shook his head, and laughed 
very heartily. 

To make him understand our fine language better, 
Adolphus thought he had better shout. He beckoned 
the German to stoop down, and, as he pointed to the 
address on the card, he roared out with all his might, 
" My address here ! — glad to see you ! — London ! — at 
home !" 

The stranger evidently understood the word Lon- 
don, for he kissed his finger tips, and gave an Oh ! of 
wonder, to denote his admiration of England's capital ; 
and then, the conversation under the circumstances 
being difficult, he reassumed his jocose expression, and 
backed off bowing, and to all appearances enjoying 
himself greatly. But he found time to take a long 
look at the stately Anastatia, as she stood disputing 
with the landlady concerning the bill, and the in- 
spection was evidently to his entire satisfaction. 

The prudent Anastatia was at that time exclaim- 
ing, " One guinea for a bed ! I never heard of such a 
thing! I Bball not pay it ! I call it robbery !'* 
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" You wouldn't have called it robbery last night, 
ma'am," retorted the landlady, fiercely. " Tou were 
thankful and meek enough then." 

" My dearest " interposed Adolphus. 

" I wish you would not interfere, my dear," snap- 
ped his Anastatia. 

The poor boy fell back in alarm. 

"Good gracious — already!" he inwardly re- 
marked. 
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CHAPTEE V. 

IK PABI8 AKD IK TBOTTBLE. 

It is with a heaving bosom and tearful eyes that I 
have to record an act of unexampled meanness on the 
part of Eaphael De Cade, dentist. The very day after 
the happy couple had started for the Continent, before 
they could have well digested their first French dinner, 
that contemptible Bloomsbury quack had the audacity ' 
to issue a writ against me upon an overdue bill — 
against me! me ! the man to whom, of all others, he 
he ought to have been grateful ; the man but for whose 
assistance the lucky marriage would never have taken 
place. 

If the low fellow had possessed any true nobility 
of soul, instead of bothering me about a trumpery 
dishonoured acceptance, he would have asked me to a 
quiet dinner, and agreeably surprised me by hiding 
under my soup-plate my worthless paper, and a cheque 
for — say fifty. But the sordid, tooth-pulling goth 
was totally incapable of such poetic fancies. The in- 
convenience this unparalleled vulgarity put me to was 
really distressing ; for I was obliged to fly from my 
lodgings, leaving a pathetic note for my landlady, 
telling her that if she never received one penny of 
Jbar heavj bill^ she must blame the black-hearted 
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dentist, and not me. I believe she did call in Blooms- 
bury Square, and had words with Eaphael. I con- 
sulted a disreputable attorney, and pleaded "never 
indebted." 

What became of our interesting couple after their 
arrival in Paris, I never was correctly informed. In- 
deed, the transactions were kept so very secret, I 
imagine something serious must have happened. 

The only mishaps they confessed to were such as 
usually befall people who visit a foreign land without 
being able to speak the language preferred by the 
inhabitants. These petty vexations Dolly in a great 
measure attributed to his beloved Anastatia's pro- 
pensity of thrusting herself forward too prominently 
in the conversations held with the natives, and never 
allowing her husband to give even an opinion as to 
the meaning of the words uttered. 

" She is a wonderfully talented woman," observed 
Dolly, " but as she doesn't know above six words of 
French, and two of them are * oui^ and * nony* I think 
she ought to have allowed me to look into my pocket - 
dictionary occasionally." 

My advice to Dolly, before starting, had been, to 
put up at some English hotel, such as Meurice's, in 
the Bue de Bivoli. But, as the « stars willed it, some 
humbug of a touter got into the train a few miles 
from Paris, and persuaded Mrs. Ickle that the house 
of all houses for her was the H6tbl deb deux Milles 
OouTBBTES, a nasty, vulgar, second-rate suburban 
establishment — ^half eating-house, half wine-shop. 

The consequence of allowing the lovely Anastatia 
to overrule my excellent advice waix^^ ^lE^BbV ^ ^^^«c^ 
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o*clock at night our couple found themselves stranded 
in the spacious hall of this disgusting hotel, working 
to death their ten words of French, and trying to 
converse with the proprietor, whose knowledge of 
English was limited to " O yeas." 

Tired and dusty, Dolly, the moment he entered 
the hotel, had ordered a private sitting-room. The 
landlord, after trying his hardest to understand his 
customer, had smiled, and answered, " Connais pas." 

"Let me see what I can do," cried Anastatia. 
Then, addressing the man, she said, "Boom, tous 
Bavez,B00M, sit down boom." 

Now, there is no such word in French as room, 
but there is one very like it— "rAt^we;" and, indeed, 
from the emphasis Mrs. Ickle placed on her rooms, 
the proprietor concluded that the gentleman customer, 
who looked delicate, had caught a severe cold on his 
journey. 

" O yeas, yeas," he tenderly replied ; " rhume tres 
mauTais." 

" Tres mauvais !" cried Dolly, turning to his wife, 
" Doesn't mauvais mean had? He says his rooms are 
very bad. What are we to do now P" 

"Do not interrupt me, Dolly!" answered the wife, 
who, to simplify matters, again attacked the lan(Uord, 
uttering the magic word " coucher.*^ 

But this only confirmed the man in his blunder, 
for he was aware that bed is the best place for people 
troubled with a rhume. He even went so far as to 
suggest that a little medicine, in the shape of an in- 
fusion of herbs, better known as " tisane" should be 
taken immediately. 



t 
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** I distinctly heard him say, * teas urn,' " cried the 
delighted Mrs. Ickle. " Oui, oui, oui, directament," 
she replied, smiling with consummate grace. 

The consequence was, that instead of enjoying a 
comfortable meal, the only refreshment served con- 
sisted of a small jug full of thin yellow water, with a 
handful of sodden leaves at the bottom. " What to 
goodness do they call this P" exclaimed the disgusted 
Mrs. Ickle, after tasting the infusion. ** Is this their 
tea ? They'll not catch me drinking such rubbish — 
it*B poisonous." 

Being forced to retire supperless to bed, after a 
long journey, did not improve Mrs. Ickle' s amiability. 
She found fault with everything. The moment she 
caught sight of the bedstead, she exclaimed, '' Is that 
the bed ! Now, how do they expect me to sleep in 
that cradle of a thing ? 

" I can't endure this, my dear, and I will not, to 
oblige any one," she told him, as she lay cramped up 
in the diminutive couch ; " we'll go back to England, 
pleaee, dear, and finish the trip at Margate.*' 

In the morning they discovered there was no soap 
on the wash-hand stand. 

" Gar^n, gar9on I" roared Dolly, thrusting his 
head through the door ; " de la soap — ^vite." If he 
had looked into his dictionary, he would have seen 
that the Prench for soap is savon. But he preferred 
making his own Erench, and, like a thorough John 
Bull, called it soap. 

" Oui, M'sieu," replied the waiter, wlio, naturally 
enough, never having heard of soap before, concluded 
that soupe sounded very Uke it, Aad ^^% ^<% ^^^ssi^ 
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thing. '^Quelle soupe auz onions? Julienne^ au 
Biz r 

" Oui, oui, pour washer," cried Dolly. 

"Et une glass pour moi," added Anastatia, who 
wanted to clean her teeth. Silly woman ! she should 
have known that the Parisians call a glass a verre^ and 
when they talk of ice, they habitually term it glwe. 

The man was rather surprised at madame's re- 
quiring an ice the moment she was out of bed, though 
a basin of sowpe was far from unusual ; but, making 
allowance for the supposed eccentricities of the Eng- 
lish, he departed on his errand, and soon returned 
with a basin of very nice broth for the gentleman, 
and a well-piled-up vanille ice for the lady. 

Staggering with horror, Anastatia concluded that 
everybody in the house muist be mad, and that the 
sooner they escaped from the place the better. 

" If you had listened to me, Dolly, dear, we should 
never have come to these outlandish countries," she 
said, with considerable feeling. " I wish you would 
be more guided by me for the future, my own pet 1" 

I have not space to tell you one half of the troubles 
that befell this worthy couple through their ignorance 
of " la belle langjie" I have forgotten most of their 
adventures. 

They wanted breakfast, " No more of their tea, 
thank you," cried the sarcastic Anastatia; " we'll see 
if their boasted coffee is a little better. Let me order 
it this time, my dear, if you please." 

** Gar9on, gar9on ! du breakfast — coffee." 

** Oui, madame," replied the polite attendant ; 
" Cafe— pour deux— jpreww^ vous du loit ?" 
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"Noa non, pas delay, vite, vite comma poBsible/* 
answered Mrs. Ickle, vigorously, 

" Voulez vous du lard ?" inquired the man, Bug'* 
gesting a little bacon. 

" How absurd ! lard ! and for breakfast !** observed 
the lady ; ^^ how disgusting ! Bless the man, no 1 non I 
Butter! butter!" 

When the table was served, the waiter inquired 
if madame would like " un oeuf," knowing we English 
are fond of eggs. 

" He wants to know if that's enough," said Mrs* 
Ickle, translating to her husband. 

" Tes, yes," answered Dolly, nodding his head ; 
" enough, thank you." 

They opened their eyes with wonder when the 
obliging attendant placed an egg on the table. 
To stop him, Anastatia cried louder than before, 
« Enough 1" 

"A la coque?'* asked the gar9on, inquiring if they 
liked the eggs simply boiled in the shell. 

" Tell him not to be rude, DoUy," sternly observed 
Mrs. Ickle. ^' If he indulges in any more of his stupid 
jokes about cocks' eggs, I shall inform his master." 

Of course the waiter brought a firesh supply of 
the new-laid dainties. 

Then, losing all patience, Mrs. Ickle screamed 
louder than ever, " Didn't I tell you enough P — how 
dare you P" The unfortunate man, completely aghast 
at this madness for eating eggs, stared at the lady ; 
but remembering that it was no business of his, he 
answered, pointing to those on the table, ** Encore uxl 
ceuf i Oui) madame^ tout anite J' 
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" Sweet ! yes, I hope they are," was the sarcastic 
rejoinder ; " if they are not, you may take them away 
again, so I tell you." 

These lingual mistakes interfered sadly with their 
comforts. They almost despaired of ever enjoying a 
oomfortable meal again. The vaunted excellence 
of French cooking was to them a delusion and a 
•nare. 

When they asked for ^* du lunch," the attendant 
translated the word into '* lin^e,*' and sent them a 
waaherwomaa to take away their linen. The good, 
hard-working creature was very indignant, that, after 
her walk, Mrs. Ickle would not let her have the work. 
She forgot herself so far as to tell DoUj, who inter- 
fered in the conversation, that he was a '' ros bif." 

** Yes ! GUI ! " exclaimed Dolly, with rapture ; 
*^ Beast beef! I thought, my dear Stacy, I should 
make her unders^md at last. Qui, roast beef. J'ai 
une grande femme/* he added, meaning to obseire 
that he was Tery hungry, but asserting, b j mistake, 
t^ he had a large wife. The rude wai^ierwoman 
kit|^ outright. "^ Grande femmer she cried; 
^pauTie ttiMitaurdr* 

Now m m imd ia a word of coiiten^ mnaSij ap- 
(Ued to saoAU bojs, but I>o% constrtted it into 
lauftlwd. ''(>ui,oui»Mtttatd,''heaii8««ml,smiHng 

IWj waitwi an kour for tiie ionclieon^raj to 
•••k* ^ afpMnoK^. a&d wouKt haT^ ecrjojed tl^ 
teaal bit^ l^nKi^ ^^ tk»T could hft^ 
^^ A^coitts.^ of u few Aarsv Mr. and Mrs. Ickie, 
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knowledge of the French language ; indeed, they could 
go into a shop, and order what they pleaiied, and 
quarrel with the vendor over the price. 

To while away the evenings at their dreary H6t£L 
DEs nsux HiLLES Coi7Y£BT£S, it struck tliem it would 
not be a bad plan to purchase a few books. They 
remembered passing a library in a street close by, 
and to it they directed their steps. That accom* 
plished lady, Mrs. Ickle, undertook, as usual, to be 
spokeswoman. 

" I suppose they keep all the sterling English 
works," she remarked, as she pushed open the shop 
door. 

Advancing with her usual dignified carriage to the 
proprietor, she thus addressed him — " Mosseu, roulez 
Yous me donner un livre sterling Anglais?" The 
gentleman fell back in alarm at what he considered 
an impudent attack upon his purse, and, instead of 
handing over the English poimd sterling, cried out, 
savagely, *' Fas un sous, madame !*' 

''Sue! Sue!" remarked Anastasia, turning to Dolly; 
'' that's the author of the ' Mysteries of Faris,' isn't 
he ? — we've read that." 

Again addressing the tradesman, she said — 

" Non, pas Sue, un livre sterling Anglais." 

"Fartez!" shouted the bookseller, opening hit 
door wide. 

The astonished couple retreated, muttering savage 
things. 

" I had no idea, Dolly, these French people carried 
national prejudice to such an extreme. Fearful ! isn't 
it?" 
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** Don't you think, my dear,'* suggested Dolly, 
*' that you made some mistake F" 

" Upon my word, Mr. Ickle," replied the lady, 
in surprise, " you are improving in politeness ! Here 
am I slaying to my utmost to oblige you, and the only 
thanks I get is abuse — downright abuse, Mr. Ickle." 

"Eeally, Anastatia," remarked Dolly, "I shall be 
afraid to open my mouth soon. It isn't pleasant to 
be snapped up in this style ; and I don't like it." 

** If you imagine, Mr. Ickle," retorted the wife, 
^that it's any pleasure to me, you deceive yourself 
mightily." 

"Then, don't let us say any more about it, for 
goodness sake," said Dolly, growing alarmed. 

" That is fine !" cried Anastatia. " You insult me 
grossly, and then calmly suggest that I should submit 
without a murmur ; but I shall not, sir ; I shall not !" 
And she didn't either, all that long day. 

Like other people who visit Paris, our travellers 
determined to purchase a large stock of the excellent 
and tasteful boots and shoes manufactured in that 
enchanting city. They soon fixed upon their shop. 
A large assortment, of all sizes and colours, and every 
variety of button, tempted them to enter. This time, 
Mrs. Ickle, to be revenged, insisted that Dolly should 
do all the talking. 

The poor fellow felt very nervous, but such was 
his manly pride, he determined to conceal his emo- 
tions from his wife. 

" Avez vous des shoes P" he inquired. 

Like every other Frenchman, the bootmaker con- 
Bidered a cAou to mean a callage ; but being a polite 



nr PABis xsTD m tboubi<e« 103 

man, he, at considerable trouble, endeaYoured^to send 
bis anxious customers to the nearest greengrocer's. 

** Non, non ; shoes !" insisted Dolly ; and, point- 
ing to the stock in the window, he added, " Comme 
9a." 

The obliging manufacturer smiled, and fired off a 
volley of " Oui, Oui, Oui, Oui, Ouis ;" and taking 
down several of his cboicest goods, displayed them to 
our couple, saying, ^^Tres hien— fortes semelles;^^ and 
very good soles they certainly were. 

"What is that he says about smells P" inquired 
Anastatia, who would interfere. " Are they in Eussia 
leather ? Let me smell, dear." 

After a long, steady inhalation, madame remarked, 
" "Well, there is a queer smell about them — ^not un- 
pleasant, though." 

The man heard the word " queer," and imagining 
they were discussing the quality of the leather, ex- 
claimed — 

" Oui, cuir ; excellent cuir." 

"How can they be excellent and queer, tooP" 
contemptuously obsei^ed the talented Anastatia. But, 
as time was precious, she did not think it worth her 
while to discuss the question. Addressing the Prench- 
man, she inquired — 

*'Avez vous des bottes pour moi — des bottes 
female ?" 

Another blunder. 

"O non!" replied the man, slightly offended. 
" Pas fait mal — large — grand." 

He was anxious to explain that his articles n&x<^^ 
pinched even the most delicate iee^;. 
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Instantly Mra. Ickle rose, in a pet, to take her de- 
parture. 

" If he hasn't got any ladies* boots, it*s no usfe 
wasting our time with him/' 

And out of the shop they both walked, leaving the 
astounded Frenchman bothering his wits to find out 
how he had offended his customers. As usual, Dolly 
saw that his wife had blundered. 

" I'll never go out shopping with you again, 
Anastatia ! — never !" he exclaimed, switching his cane 
about. 

" What haye I done now ?" inquired the lady, in 
surprise. " Keally, Mr. Ickle, if you were trying to 
make me hate you, you couldn't set about it better." 

" Your conduct is absurd," continued Dolly ; "you 
make me look like a fool, my dear." 

"Ha! ha! It wouldn't take much to do that, 
Mr. Ickle— -you are kind enough to help me all you 
can !" sneered Anastatia. 

" I will not submit to your folly any longer," cried 
the husband. " The poor man was doing all he could 
to oblige us, when you rush out of the place like a 
mad woman." 

"You are excessively complimentary, sir, I'm 
sure." 

" It's the truth, Anastatia." 

" It is not, Dolly. How dare you call me a mad 
woman ?" 

" Then don't do it again," remarked Dolly, rather 
frightened by her severe voice and energetic manner. 

" I shall not walk another step with you, sir !" 
cried Mra, Ickle, and disengaging her arm, she crossed 
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over to the other side of the road, and they returned 
to the hotel, she walking on one side of the street and 
he on the other. 

After they had patiently endured the privations 
and discomfort of their vulgar hotel for about a fort- 
night, they were fortunate enough to meet with a kind 
British Christian, who rescued them from their misery, 
and saw them handsomely lodged at the very establish- 
ment I had recommended — Meurice's. 

As they sat down the next morning to a sumptu- 
ous breakfast, Dolly could not help remarking the 
difference in their treatment, and observing that now 
things were as they ought to be. 

It so happened that Mrs. Ickle was at the time 
perusing the newspaper — the Oalignani Messenger of 
that day. Instead of joining in her husband's self- 
congratulations, she uttered a little shriek, and, hand- 
ing the journal to her husband, fiercely demanded if 
" that was his doing." 

Oreatly alarmed, Adolphus seized the paper, and 
directing his eyes to the paragraph pointed at by his 
wife's stiff forefinger, read with disgust, in the an- 
nouncement of fashionable arrivals in Paris, the fol- 
lowing line: — ''Meurice's: Mrs. and Master Ickle 
from London." 

" Good heavens !" he exclaimed, falling back into 
his chair. 

Eage had so entirely conquered the fair Anastatia, 
that she allowed the following cruel words to escape 
her Hps— 

" You have disgraced me, sir." 

''Don't aaj that, Stacy, deatV ig\e«L^^d.lio^!Vl . 
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" I will ! and I hate you!" cried the injured an§ 

" Please don't !" implored the little husband. 

/^ I shall write to my dear mamma this momeu 
threatened the heart-broken girl. 

Drawing himself up to his full four feet ei| 
inches, Mr. IcUe retorted, " I command you. An 
tatia, to conduct yourself as a wife should !" 

"Certainly, Master Ickle — ^ha! ha! — certaii 
Master Ickle !" was the withering retort. 

They didn't speak for two days. 

I always predicted the union would not be a haj 
one. 
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CHAPTBE VL 

HBS, ICKLS TEACHES DOLLY HOW TO SPEITD HIS 

MONET. 

I WILL tell you what I call a very unpleaBant thing, in 
fact, one of the most harassing confounded nuisances 
that can befall a lazy man, and that is, to return home 
after enjoying three months of sleepy, lolling idleness, 
and find on your table a hundred letters marked " im* 
mediate," or " important," and all requiring answers 
at your earliest conyenience. 

Out of kindness to Dolly, I had, during his honey- 
moon trip, called frequently at his chambers and 
arranged tidily upon his table his vast correspondence ; 
so that the first thing that met his poor eyes on 
entering the room was a monster epistolary snake 
curling round and round his pembroke. 

" What the deuce is that P" cried Dolly aghast, 
pointing at my serpent. 

I replied, " My dear fellow, your letters.'* 

He opened his eyes. 

" For me ?*' he cried ; " impossible ! I don't know 
anybody who writes to me 1" 

Even as he spoke a postman's knock was heard, 
and two more letters were brought up-st^icE^ TIW^ 
finished off the snake's tail beaa\iviu!^^« 
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" I think I will burn them !" he said, eyeing the 
snake askance, as if it might understand liim, and 
seek for revenge. 

Many people enjoy reading another's letters better 
than their own, at least I do, so I wouldn't listen to 
such a proposal. 

" Nonsense !" I replied, ** they won't take ten 
minutes to read. Come on, I'll help you ;" and to 
work we went, tearing them open as if we had served 
fourteen vears in the Dead-letter Office. 

Talk of the delights of matrimony ! Yes ! it is, 
1 know, a capital thing to have for a wife a lovely sub- 
missive creature, whose only dream is to add to her 
affectionate husband's happiness and prosperity, who 
slaves to secure your love, and blesses you for bestow- 
ing it ; that is the sort of woman I am looking out 
for, and if ever I meet with her I will try my best 
and fiercest to place a plain gold ring on her finger. 

But the species is scarce, and soon whipped up ; 
indeed, should any of you know of such a one, I will 
give you a fine watch, with chain and seals complete, 
in exchange for a lock of her hair. 

But now-a-days women are like nuts in March — 
forty fit for nothing for the one worth anything. I 
am a bachelor on the look out. If I had six daughters, 
perhaps I might preach another doctrine, and swear 
that the road to happiness was through Doctors' 
Commons. There are, I believe, instances of men 
repenting, and calling themselves hard names, before 
the first year of wedded bliss is over. I consider that 
Dolly would have been justified, after opening those 
hundred letteiB, in wishing the noble Anastatia had 
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been somebody else's better half; though I do not 
think he did. 

Eirst, we opened a congratulatory communication 
from one William Clinger, an uncle on his wife's side, 
full of sweetly expriessed prayers for future happiness, 
and winding up with a request for fifty pounds, by 
way of loan, to be repaid some day or other as soon 
as he could. 

A first cousin, signing himself James Leek, only 
wanted twenty pounds, but not a day was to be lost 
in sending it ; but second cousin, John Moss, was sure 
he could not manage with less than thirty — " in notes, 
please." 

Another cousin, one Mary Sucker, wrote a pathetic 
statement of her embarrassed afiairs, and merely re- 
quired four years' rent to set her right again. 

Even that hopeless rip. Master Bob De Cade, was 
Hmong the hungry mob ; but there certainly was this 
redeeming point about his begging letter, that he 
stood nobly among the herd, his wants rising to the 
gentlemanly sum of three hundred pounds, the repay- 
ment of which he guaranteed upon " his honour.'* 
Knowing Bob thoroughly, this security made the 
investment a first-rate speculation. 

As each letter was opened I, 'from curiosity, put 
down the amount asked for, and after we had finished 
our snake, I had the pleasure of doing a very heavy 
sum in simple addition, the result of which was some- 
thing over three thousand pounds. 

" Q-ood heavens ! they must take me for an idiot !'* 
cried Dolly, staring wildly about him. It is a nas^^ ,^4. 
feeling, that of knowing you are looked u^ou ^iS^ ^1<55S!^'^1^ 



110 FINEST GlEL IN BLOOMSBtJllY. 

by a numerous family that extended from South Devon 
to Aberdeen. 

These relations evidently considered that any one 
who would marry the fair Anastatia must be weak of 
mind, and an easy victim. Some such conviction was 
wriggling in Dolly's brain as he sat passing his fingers 
through his hair and whistling mournfully. 

" Of course you'll send the money," I said — ^though, 
for fear he might fancy I was serious, I smiled and 
looked waggish. " You've tumbled into a nice thing, 
my dear boy." / 

Jumping up angrily, his little limbs stiff with 
passion, and his little face almost fierce in expression, 
he scrambled all the letters together, saying, " I'll 
stop this sort of thing ; Anastatia shall answer them 
— she shall, by Jove." 

The finest girl in Bloomsbury had a patent method 
of her own for dealing with her relations in distress — 
she allowed them to get free of their troubles as best 
they could. She was not the kind of woman to be 
imposed upon. Mr. Ickle was her property and no 
one should meddle with his money while she was 
able to spend it. 

The only letter she condescended to reply to, was 
that signed by dear brother Bob, and the rap she 
gave the sweet youth over his knuckles made him drop 
the pen for the future, 

The other epistles served to make a blaze that 
threatened to set the chimney on fire. Before the 
flaring mass stood the stately Anastatia, thrusting 
at it with the poker. " The impudence of the thing !" 
she cried^ when at length the poor snake was reduced 
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to a tinkling pile of cinders. "Suoh a barefaced 
attempt at robbery I never heard of! They'll strip 
the very gown off my back next." 

At the moment Dolly wondered why she should 
refer so particularly to her gown, and forget his coat 
80 entirely. 

" It strikes me, Dolly," she added, when her in- 
dignation was in some measure calmed, " that I had 
better have the sole management of the money. If 
you remember, I told you as much in Fans. Tou 
haven't courage enough, my dear, to face these wicked 
extortions. You are too simple-hearted and easy. I 
shall not have a roof over my head if this continues." 

These continual references to her own threatened 
comforts, and her total disregard of the privations 
that might befall him, made PoUy feel very small and 
tinhappy. He began to think that his Anastatia was^ 
on the whole, inclined to be selfish. 

** For the present 1*11 continue to look after my 
own business, my love, if you have no objection," he 
answered. Th& frequent attempts upon the manage- 
ment of his purse were growing alarming. It appeared 
to him that, if he gave up his money, perhaps his 
beloved might, in time, forget that such a person as 
Adolphus Ickle, Esq., continued to exist in the world. 

Next time I saw him, he told me — "I do not 
know what has come to Anastatia, I am sure ! She 
used to be so gentle, you know ! But now, really if 
I was a mere nobody she could not treat me with less 
respect. I don't like it, I can tell you." 

" Why not tell her so, instead of me F" I sug- 
gested, trjmg t6 rouse his courage. 
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" Yes ; it must come to that, some of these days," 
he muttered, but I could see that even the idea of a 
scene with his superb wife made his timid little heart 
shrink up iu his bosom. 

It can easUy be understood that a lady of Mrs. 
Ickle's noble build and handsome fortune should pine 
and fret at the idea of living in furnished apartments. 
What pleasure could a woman of such exalted ideas 
find in a first-floor, when she felt that she ought to be 
at the head of an elegantly-furnished establishment, 
with her own livery to wait upon her, and her own 
brougham in the stables. 

A tip-top position in society was awaiting her, or 
what, she would like to know, had she married for ? 
** I am not going to live stived up in these disgusting 
rooms to please you, Mr. Ickle, or any one else,*' she 
intimated to her husband. 

" Disgusting ! " exclaimed Dolly. " Four guineas 
a-week, my dear ! '* 

" If they were four hundred a-week, I should not 
change my opinion, sir ! " replied the determined lady. 
" Why, bless me, if I had married a City clerk I could 
not be worse off.'* 

That very morning she called upon one of the first 
upholsterers in London. 

She was a lady of great natural taste, and pos- 
sessed of a fine eye for contrast. With unexampled 
generosity, she bade Dolly not give himself the slightest 
trouble about seeing tradespeople or selecting the 
furniture he might prefer. She took the whole labour 
on her own shoulders, carefully explaining the sort of 
thing she required^ 
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All Mr. Ickle had to bother himself about was, 
riding occasionally into the City, and raising the funds 
for settling the bills ; decidedly the easiest share of 
the work, for it never occupied him more than a few 
hours. 

" You never, my dear, saw such a lovely wardrobe 
as I have bought this morning ! " said Mrs. Ickle, as 
they sat at dinner. " Take all my dresses beautifully." 

*' I shall want something of the kind too, I sup- 
pose," answered Dolly. 

" Ah ! I had forgotten," she replied ; " remind me 
to-morrow, my dear, that you must have a chest of 
drawers." 

"And I particularly want an easy-chair of my 
own," added Dolly. 

" There will be plenty of chairs without going to 
that expense, Adolphus," retorted the prudent wife. 
" Surely you can use those I have ordered for myself." 

" But I insist on having one to myself," continued 
Dolly, growing spiteful ; "a leather one, with plenty 
of room." 

" Now, Mr. Ickle," expostulated the wife, *'letme 
ask you what is the use of my trying to my utmost to 
save money, if you are to thwart me with such absurdly 
extravagant notions ? I wish you would be more rea- 
sonable, dearest." 

But Dolly had his easy-chair after all — as big as a 
gig ; and, as he informed me, that was his first victory, 
and he meant to follow it up closely. 

The villa near Twickenham was, to use mild lan- 
guage, simply perfect. The gardens were so superb 
that three gardeners complained tVie viott ^^a» \»^ 
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heavy for them, and they must have a boy to help 
them. If the rent was high, yet, considering the mag- 
nificence of the place, it was, as the elated Anastatia 
remarked, " dirt cheap at double the money." If the 
servants were numerous, yet, as madam remarked, 
*' she would find plenty of work for them to do" — a 
species of argument which, though it may be com- 
forting, still has its drawbacks. 

" My love, we can never afford to live in this 
style,'* complained Dolly. 

" Once for all, Mr. Ickle," replied Anastatia, with 
overwhelming dignity, " allow me to manage my own 
liouse as I think best. I have planned everything ; 
and, by judiciously retrenching in some of our unneces- 
sary expenses, we need fear nothing. In the first 
place, you must give up your club." 

This was a heavy thrust at Dolly, who liked that 
harbour of refuge for married men — the club. " But 
my dearest ! " he murmured. 

" In the next place, you have, I am sure, clothes 
enough to last you for ten years to come, so there will 
be no tailors' bills." 

" Still, my life " remonstrated the husband, 

who had always been accustomed to array himself 
choicely. 

" And the best of this country life, Dolly, is," con- 
tinued the lady, "that if you tried to spend money 
you couldn't ; indeed, a pound must last you a month." 

" Upon my word, dearest " groaned the little 

man, pained to find that all the sacrifices were to be 
made by him. 

The moment the house was in order, a letter was 
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sent to dear mamma, in BloomBbury Square, asking 
her to pass a few days at Tvdckenham. The superb 
child was longing to exhibit before the parent's eyes 
the lovely furniture that adorned her house. Nor 
was the affectionate parent long in complying with her 
child's obliging note. Her curiosity was aroused to 
a pitch that would have ended in a forced visit if ^the 
invitation had not been sent. She brought with her a 
box that looked very like a month's stay. 

If the truth could be known, dear mamma was 
slightly jealous, as she walked through the magnificent 
rooms. She clasped her hands in admiration before 
the carved bedsteads, and punched the spring mat- 
tresses. She handled the fine linen and crimson silk 
hangings. The servants' rooms she vowed were better 
than her own. " What ! linen sheets, and your brother 
Bob sleeping in cotton ! " she cried in amazement. 

Brussels carpets, velvet pile, costly Turkeys, Per- 
sian rugs, each in their turn called forth an " oh ! " of 
praise. Such a dining-room table, with six spare 
leaves, and Morocco covered chairs, that never cost 
less than five guineas each ! What a drawing-room 
to be sure ! The centre table was too good for use ! 
Was this basket figure real Dresden? Then that 
group of Cupids was the veritable old Chelsea china ! 
What could Anastatia want with such quantities of 
Sevres ornaments? 

The worthy old soul was as jealous as she could be ; 
and the worst of it was, she was obliged to look proud 
and pleased. ^' How I should like to have a dress 
like your drawing-room curtains ! " was the only en- 
vious remark ihe dared to make. 
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The rnoment .Mrs. De Cade saw Dolly, she ex- 
claimed, ** Oh ! Ickle, what a house ! I had no idea 
Anastatia would prove such a blessing to you ! " 

" Cost such a lot of money ! " cried the miserable 
son-in-law, remembering to five shillings the amount 
brought from the City. 

" It is quite a treat to walk through the rooms," 
continued the enthusiastic mother. 

" I wish I had never seen the place," replied Dolly, 
determined to be thoroughly wretched. 

The visit paid by Mrs. De Cade mere can be easily 
explained by the fact that Mrs. Ickle did not perfectly 
understand housekeeping, and was as nervous at finding 
herself, the guiding spirit of the vast fabric at Twick- 
enham as an innocent young lady, accustomed to drive 
a pony-cart, might be when placed on the box of a 
four in-hand drag. 

Like a good daughter, she appealed to mamma for 
guidance and advice, that lady having at one time and 
another had a vast deal of experience in household 
management — one of her exploits being that of pro- 
viding a sumptuous family table at two pounds a-week, 
and another that of supplying for a fashionable evening 
party at three shillings per head for suppers. After 
many consultations between mother and child, the 
conclusions arrived at were, as a matter of form, sub- 
mitted to Mr. Ickle, to see if he had any objection to 
raise. 

" Anastatia and I have arranged," began Mrs. De 

Cade, who had boldly undertaken to explain the busi- 

• ness part to Dolly, " have arranged everything. You 

Jij^re flp idea, Ickle, bow that dear girl slaves to keep 
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up an appearance in the world. But tell me, first of 
all, do you require lunch every day P** 

After looking about him a little to collect his 
thoughts, Dolly answered that his lunching appetite 
was always regulated by the dinner hour. 

" I don't see how we can manage the lunch, Ickle." 
said the mother-in-law, shaking her head. 

"What! not if I want it — in my own house P" 
cried Dolly. 

" Tour six hundred a-year will not go very far in 
keeping up such an establishment as this," explained 
mamma. 

" But there is her six hundred, too,*' suggested the 
husband. 

After a hem or two, Mrs. De Cade said — 
'' I fancy Anastatia has determined on saving as 
much as she can of her income for the dear chil- 
dren's sake, if she is blessed with any. I very 
much doubt whether eight pounds a-week will be 
sufficient for providing for such a house as this, 
Ickle." 

The unfortunate Dolly was in a complete fog of 
bewilderment. Her income ! — saving as much as she 
could. This was something new and unexpected. 
Not wishing to argue the point with Mrs. De Cade, 
he merely referred to the latter portion of her remark, 
and said — 

" If eight pounds are not enough, take ten !" 
"But, Ickle, do be reasonable," she exclaimed. 
"Do think a little before you speak so extravagantly! 
Bemember there is the rent to be paid, and the t^^<s^'«k^ 
and servants' wages, to say no^Jom^ oi fcowi^'^Q^^ 
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brougbam. Now I should like to know where the 
money is to come from.'* 

The discussion to him seemed ridiculous. 

" Where from ?" he cried. " Why, from Anasta- 
tia's income under the settlement." 

The calm way in which the mother-in-law gazed 
on him would have been too much for me. 

" I do not think, Mr. Ickle," she remarked, " that 
Mr. De Cade, as my daughter's trustee, would on any 
account consent to his child's settlement being inter- 
fered with." 

What ! could he believe his ears ? Impossible ! 
This kind of thing must most certainly be stopped at 
once ! Up he jumped like a wild creature, and dart- 
ing in the rudest manner past dear thunderstruck 
mother-in-law, galloped up-stairs to his wife's bed- 
room. His pale face and quivering lips quite alarmed 
the elegant Anastatia, who was busy at her ducheaae^ 
fixing her lovely eyebrows with cosmetique. 

" What to goodness is the matter ?" she inquired. 

"Mrs, Ickle," began the gasping Dolly, "your 
xnother has dared to make use of certain words, and, 
I fear, with your sanction, which must be explained 
away and apologized for, directly, or . . ." 

" Or what, Mr. Ickle ?" calmly inquired madam. 

" Or all affection must end between us," continued 
Dolly. He had intended to say, " or I shall leave this 
house ;" but his wife's coolness conquered him. 

"As you please, Mr. Ickle," retorted Anastatia, 
returning to her eyebrows. 

"Is it true, madam," howled Dolly, striving to 
look majestic, '^ia it true that you authorized Mrs. De 
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Cade to express herself as she did, so coarsely con- 
cerning your settlement ?" 

'* I do not see what my settlement has got to do with 
you, my dear !*' replied Mrs. Ickle, without even look- 
ing at him. 

"In a moment of love, madam," began Dolly, 
wounded to the quick, "I generously divided with 
you my fortune. "When your father told me that you 
had not a penny in the world, instead of grumbling, 
as any other man might have done, I actually pro- 
vided you with a marriage portion out of my own 
purse, and made you my equal in wealth. I did this 
because I adored you, madam, and madly imagined 
that you regarded me with equal tenderness." 

" Go on, sir! go on, sir!" cried Anastatia, bend- 
ing over her glass, perhaps to hide her blushes. 

"And now, now," continued Dolly, like a brave 
little fellow, " now you dare to shake that settlement 
in my face, and defy me to touch one penny of yotje 
money. I blush for you ! It was a planned thing — 
I see it clearly — I have been cheated !" 

Perhaps Anastatia was so busy with her eyebrows, 
that she had no time to listen to her angry little man. 
It is a very difficult thing to fix a thick eyebrow pro-' 
perly and, at the same time, conduct a quarrel with 
tact. Making every allowance for her absence of 
mind, Dolly was kind enough to repeat his last re- 
mark : ''I said, madam," he screamed, " I said I had 
been cheated !" 

Thunderbolts and forked lightning ! could he be 
in his senses P 

Turning round fiercely, Aivaal^^va. ^tj^-sscssl^^^ 
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*' Cheated ! how dare you make such an indecent 
remark ! Who has cheated you, sir P" 

" First your father, and then yourself, in fact, all 
youp family !" roared Dolly! " I have been swindled !" 

" Swindled ! Leave my room, sir, and do not re- 
turn until you have learned the respect due to your 
wife and her family," exclaimed Mrs. Ickle, with over- 
powering solemnity. 

'' I shall not only leave this room, madam, but I 
quit this house forever^ madam !" exclaimed Dolly; 
but, instead of doing so, he waited anxiously to see 
what effect the terrible threat would have upon his 
Anastatia. 

But she merely laughed sarcastically, and answered, 
" Suit yourself, sir, I beg." 

'' Henceforth we are no longer man and wife," he 
added. 

** Hadn't you better wait until the first year is 
passed?" sneered Anastatia; '4t would look better, 
I think." 

" I despise you.*' 

"Dear me!— ha! ha!*' 

" I pity you !" 

" That is kind." 

To Anastatia's surprise, he did leave the house. 
She heard the street door bang to savagely; and, 
looking from the window, saw Dolly carrying his 
carpet bag, and making off in the direction of London 
in great hurry. 

" My dear Anastatia,* '<• cried Mrs. De Cade, rush- 
ing into the room, " he's gone ! What has happened ?" 

In her oirn piquante merry style, the daughter 
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related to mamma the pleasant conversation she had 
held with her husband. She treated the matter as an 
excellent joke. " The scrumpt up little thing !" she 
wittily exclaimed, "I'll teach him to bo rude and 
saucy. A stupid little fudge ! — he shall go down on 
his knees before I forgive him." 

" But, my dear," expostulated mamma, " do be 
prudent ! Suppose he should keep away ! These little 
men are very obstinate when the fit takes them. Why 
didn't you manage him, my pet ? Tour six hundred 
a-year in this big house is a mere flea-bite." 

"I'll run him into debt all over the neighbour- 
hood," cried the spiteful beauty. " It shall cost him 
a hundred pounds, just to punish him." 

" Write him a letter," suggested mamma. " I'm 
sure he's waiting close by. Come ! like a good girl." 

" I'U give a grand party, and make him as jealous 
as a Turk," resolved madam, who had been paying no 
attention to mother's good advice, but only plotting 
against her wretched little husband. 
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CHAPTEE Vn. 

MBS. IOKLE'S BEHATIOUB IS MOST STBAKaE. 

Dolly came to me Tvith tears in his eyes, and as 
dejected as a bankrupt undertaker. 

" I knew you must have a row soon," I told him, 
after listening to his tale of woe ; '' but, dash- it, this 
is sharp work. Let me see, how long have you been 
married? — only eight months. Bless me, I had al- 
lowed you a year and a-half, and even that was going 
it at a smart pace." 

I also told him he hdd acted justly; that it would 
have been impossible for him to sanction his wife's 
conduct by remaining in the house. 

But my words carried no consolation with them, 
although I said some uncommonly severe things 
against the lady; he only groaned, and wished he was 
dead. 

" It's no use abusing her, Jack," he murmured. 
" In fact, I wish you wouldn't. If I could only hate 
her, I should be happy ; but — I can't help it — I love 
her as much as ever." 

Goodness knows, I tried my utmost to cheer him 
during the time he stayed with me. I did not go 
near the hospital for a week. We tried the parks, 
the tbeatres; suppers, trips into the country — every- 
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thing; but though he followed me everywhere, and 
did just as I desired, his poor glumpy little face never 
had a smile on it, and he sighed even at his meals. 
Fellows began to ask me, " Whose corpse that was 
I had been seen walking about with ?'* 

One morning, when he was more than usually 
unhappy — ^indeed, I kept my eye on him whilst he 
was shaving — a letter came for me, which, after read- 
ing, I handed over to poor Dolly. It was an invita- 
tion from Mrs. Ickle to a grand evening party, at the 
new house at Twickenham. 

He turned as red as a cricket-ball, cried "Hea- 
vens I" and then stared at me. To a knowing one 
like myself, it was easy to understand why my com- 
pany had been requested. 

" She wanted you, Dolly, to know how thoroughly 
she was enjoying herself in your absence," I explained 
to him; and, as she might be certain we should be 
together, she hit upon the plan of telling you, through 
me, of the jolly time she was going to have. Deuced 
clever, I call it." 

" How heartless !" he cried ; " it only wanted this 
finishing stroke to complete my misery." 

" My good boy, it is a fight between you two, and 
this is her way of doing battle," I continued. " You 
may depend upon me, she is quite as miserable as you 
can be. If you were not, both of you, too proud to 
confess your sorrows, you might be friends again 
to-morrow. But, since you will not give way, your 
plan of defence must be to take no notice of whatever 
she does, as if you had ceased to care for her. That 
will cut her to the quick. Leave it to \aa^ ^kA^^ 
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pull you through triumphantly. Shall I go to this 
party ?" 

It evidently struck Dolly that my accepting the 
invitation would be very like deserting his cause, and 
going over to the lovely enemy. This grand ^^e, given 
in insult to him, ought to be especially avoided by all 
who called themselves his friends. 

But, like a self-denying little man as he was, he 
considered that if I had not generosity enough in my 
soul to view the transaction in the same light as he 
did, he would not interfere with any pleasure I might 
derive from the entertainment. " You are about the 
only man of all I know," he said, " I should like to see 
enjoying himself at my house on such a night." 

" You mistake me, Dolly," I answered ; " if I go, 
it is not to amuse myself, but only to be useful to 
you. She doesn't expect me ; in fact, feels certain I 
shall refuse ; and my being present will surprise her 
as much as if i/ou were to walk into the room. Should 
you like to hear a truthful report of the proceedings?" 
" Yes, I think I should," he replied. " I wonder 
if she will be gay and happy." 

" Even if her heart is breaking,*' I answered, " you 
may be sure she will not let me see it." 

" If she is miserable, I will forgive her," groaned 
Dolly. 

When, the night arrived, I got myself up in the 
best style of fashion, Dolly looking on the while in 
silent misery — sorry to be left behind, yet swearing 
that for a thousand pounds he would not^ be present. 
It was arranged that he should sit up for me, and I 
was to leave directly after supper. 
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It is always a treat to me to pay off people in their 
own coin, as the phrase goes — to defeat them with 
their own weapons. When Mrs. Ickle, arrayed as 
for the Queen's Drawing-room, advanced smiling 
towards me, and inquired tenderly after my health, 
I understood the whole meaning of her assumed 
affability. 

" Where is Mr. Ickle ? I don't see him," I re- 
marked, when I had complimented her suflSciently. 

" Haven't you seen him ?'* she cried in surprise, 
acting her part surprisingly well ; " why, I thought 
you were such sworn companions !" 

" Yes, so we are," I answered, laughing as natu- 
rally as I could ; " but when gentlemen marry, we 
bachelors make up our minds to lose them as con- 
stant companions. Is he well ?" 

The pretty humbug shrugged her magnificent white 
shoulders, and tried to appear indifferent. " He is on 
the Continent, I suppose," she simpered ; '* he has 
made a widow of me already." 

I watched her closely, and she kept her eye on me 
all through the evening. She understood my purpose 
as well as I did hers. She was determined that I 
should have a good report to take back to Dolly; but 
she overdid her gaiety. Not a dance passed that she 
did not join in. All her little flirtations were carried 
on before me. She was seated close to me when she 
gave a German fellow a rose from her bouquet. I 
was, of course, to tell Dolly that. In fact, she spoiled 
her part by exaggeration. I was pestered to death 
by the number of introductions she forced upon me 
to young gentlemen who conBideTeSi \Jckft\si^^%^ ^"^-^ 
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perienced lady-killers. It was a good method for 
Bupplying me with a list of her admirers. 

At supper-time, some ten gallants waited upon 
her, crowding round the back of her chair, and fight- 
ing for the honour of providing her with chicken, and 
jellies, and beseeching the pleasure of taking wine. 
If she had been trying to blemish her good repute, 
she could not have behaved more imprudently. I was 
glad to make my escape, and hurry back to poor Dolly. 

He didn't hear me enter. I stood looking at my 
kind-hearted little firiend as he slept in the arm-chair 
— his clothes tumbled, his hair in disorder, and that 
pale face care-worn and thin ; and I wondered whether 
Anastatia, if she could see him so altered and helpless, 
could help falling at his feet, and asking him to give 
her back his love. 

I sincerely believe she would have cried over the 
little man. Hang it ! people cannot have been mar- 
ried eight months without having some little affection 
in their hearts for one another. Human nature isn't 
so bad as that. 

I awoke him by crying out, " Back again, Dolly — 
been to sleep, old feUow ?" 

As he stretched himself, he said, " I had given you 
up — I was tired of listening tp the cabs. Just then, 
I was dreaming of her. How did she look ?" 

He was wide awake now. " Lovely, of course," I 
replied ; " you knew that." 

" Yes, yes, of course," he muttered. " Did she 
ask after me ?" he added, hesitatingly. 

Whilst I was telling him all I had seen and heard, 
be sat withlm elbows on the table, staring hard into 
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my face. I mentioned that I considered all Anas- 
tatia's gaiety was assumed, for the express purpose of 
deceiving me, and sending me hack with a heart- 
breaking story to torment him, poor Dolly. 

"Do you, then, as an impartial witness," asked 
Dolly, speaking with judicial minuteness, " consider 
that she was unhappy, and sorry we had quarrelled ?" 

" Well," I replied, " she tried so hard to be gay, I 
am certain she was wretched." 

"Thank God, thank God!" he exclaimed; "per- 
haps she loves me after all." *■ 

I had several questions to put to him, for my own 
guidance as well as his. " Do you know a German 
fellow," I asked, " one Herr Gruntz ?" 

"A deuced gentlemanly fellow, yes!" replied 
Dolly. " He was very kind to me on an important 
occasion. He used to call at our apartments. A very 
nice fellow. Can't speak English a bit. A very 
pleasant companion." 

"And do you know another German who can 
speak English," I continued, " one Herr Kutter, a 
fellow who waltzes like a maniac ?" 

"No, I never saw him," answered Dolly, after 
due consideration. 

" And another German, one Herr Prush ?" I in- 
quired, " a chap in long hair, who sings — a tenor ?" 

" No ! the name is new to me," he replied. 

" Then they were making love to your wife like 
fury," I informed him. " Td get rid of all three of 
them, if I were you." 

He started to his legs so rapidly, that I thought 
he was going home to pack off hia GeT!m<8XLTv:<^ii!^^^s^ 
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and tbere. But I had him back in his chair before he 
could put his legs into motion. " Did she encourage 
these men ?" he asked, gasping witt excitement. 

" My dear boy," I replied, " that was part of her 
tacbics. She would have encouraged a humpback, or 
the living skeleton, if she thought it would make you 
jealous. If you fall into the trap, you must be a 
simpleton. My only object was to warn you for the 
future, for fear they should compromise her. She 
doesn't care a button for them." 

On the whole, I thiak I comforted him, and sent 
him to bed more hopeful than he had felt for a fort- 
night past. 

The next day, whilst he was sleeping soundly in 
his bed, I stole out to arrange some business matters, 
expecting to find him up and waiting for me, on my 
return. 

Certainly, I was not away more than two hours, 
but when I got back, my love-bird had flown. 

" Confound him !" I thought, as I took up the 
letter he had left on the table ; " he'll ruin all, if he 
discovers himself at this critical time;" for I could 
guess pretty well in which direction he had gone. This 
was what he had scribbled to me : — 

" Dear Jack, — I'll be back soon, but I must have 
one peep at her. I know a place where I can hide 
myself, and see her without being seen. Back soon. 
I can't help it. — Dolly." 

It would seem that he sneaked into his own gar- 
den bj a back way, and creeping along the walk, 
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keeping close under the shrubberies, he approached 
closely to the house, and, squatting under a fine laurel, 
awaited patiently for the time to come when Anas- 
tatia, the fair, should walk abroad to enjoy the breeze. 
After remaining for some two hours in this hare- 
like attitude, his little legs grew cramped ; yet, though 
his calves were punishing him, and all the sinews 
seemed twisted into knots, he would not move, but 
only prayed that the beauty might make haste whilst 
he had still strength to suffer without groaning. 

The man came for the rout-seats: he saw the 
pastrycook's boys taking away dishes and china ; the 
servants moved in and out, and even the chandeliers 
were carried off; but the sight of his own, his loved 
Stacy, was denied him. 

He began to think of beating a retreat ; in fact, 
he had picked up his umbrella, and fixed his hat 
firmly on his head, preparatory to sidling back to the 
little back gate, when a loud double knock coaxed 
him to remain. 

Somebody, or some bodies, were admitted by the 
street-door, and presently the windows in a back 
room — he could see them easily, they belonged to 
what they called the pink-room — ^began to shake as if 
the visitors had entered the apartment. He kept his 
eye on those windows, and before long a foreign- 
looking gentleman appeared between the muslin cur- 
tains, and surveyed the plantations below. Dolly had 
never seen him before ; indeed, he was the identical 
Herr Kutter I had mentioned to him. 

By the sudden manner in which this foreigner 
|;amed from -the window, and by the noise of & da^t. 
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closing, Dolly judged that Anastatia had joined her 
Tiflitor. What should he do P He felt he was un- 
controllably jealous, yet how degrading to betray the 
emotion! Must he, then, remain there squatting 
Tinder a bush, a passionless, degraded man, whilst 
another was pouring into those lovely earn the words 
of affection that he himself longed to utter ? No ! 

Not far from the back-kitchen door the maid had 
left a pair of steps. At a glance he saw they were 
just the requisite height. Not a soul was to be seen 
to detect him in his prying. Quick as lightning he 
darted forth, and, shouldering the steps, he arranged 
them neath the casement. 

Before another second had passed, his eye was 
peeping between the flower-pots arranged oa the 
siU. 

Good heavens ! it was hard to balance himself on 
those steps, and yet gaze upon the scene before him« 

This German, whilst grasping the hand of Anasta- 
tia, who, of course, looked more lovely than ever, was 
tqjking in a low voice that unmistakably denoted com- 
pliments of the heaviest kind, whilst she, foolish 
woman, was listening to him with a sm^rk on her face, 
as if it afforded her great enjoyment to hear her own 
praises so fervently expressed. Dolly heard a singing 
in his ears, but he could not catch a syllable of the 
conversation, though he would have paid a golden 
guinea for each word. 

At last he saw the fascinating foreigner raise that 
loved wife's hand to his lips and deposit a kiss on the 
white gloye. That was enough — more than enougK ! 
Anastatia was faithless ! The dream wb0 over< 
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He hurried down the steps, and walking round to 
the front door, knocked as if he wished to hreak the 
panel to pieces. He would be reyenged, or die in the 
attempt. 

Ghrasping his umbrella so tightly that if it had 
been a goose's neck the poor bird must haye been 
strangled, his cheeks livid, as though his blood had 
turned to water-gruel, Dolly rushed up the stairs, and 
burst through the door of the pink-room with a yio« 
lence that made the startled Anastatia imagine, for the 
moment, that some one outside had hurled her husband 
into the room. 

Although blind with rage, Dolly had retained suf- 
ficient control oyer his eyesight to remark that the 
chair of the foreigner (who was now standing at the 
other end of the apartment) was remarkably close to 
the lounge in which the finest girl remained seated. 

" Adolphus, are you mad ?" cried Mrs. Ickle, but 
not with such vigour as she could, when she gave her 
mind to it, throw into her words. Perhaps she was 
slightly alarmed, dr, it might be, she was a little 
ashamed of herself. 

But it was not with her — ^the loved but frail one — 
that Dolly had buiiness to transact She might please 
herself about his being mad or sane, just as the fancy 
took her. His whole and sole object in disturbing the 
iete-ohtete was to address a few words to the broad- 
faced German gentleman, who, small as Dolly was, 
was, nevertheless, in considerable dread, and had 
taken a safe position on the other side of the table, 
which, being of a circular form, was just the thing for a 
spirited chevy. 
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DoUy looked at him and snorted. I believe lie 
would have leapt on the big fellow like a mastiff, if it 
Jiadn't been for the table ; but, uinder the circum- 
stances, he merely glared, panted, and snorted. 

Then, thrusting out his arm in the direction of the 
door, he stood stiff as a sign-post, pointing out the 
nearest way. down-stairs. 

"Leave my house," was all he could say, for a 
choking sensation in the. throat interfered with hia 
making a long insulting speech. 

The German gentleman appeared surprised. He 
felt it was necessary for him, in the presence of the 
lovely Anastatia, to look defiant and careless, to im- 
press the lady with an idea of his courage and devo* 
tion, but his attempt at a smile ended in the lifting of 
his upper lip and displaying a few teeth much dis-» 
coloured by tobacco smoke. Turning to Mrs. Ickle, 
he remarked, in a low and wonderfully winning voice, 
"I haf not de Measure of knowing this chentle* 
mans." 

This was a good opportunity for Anastatia to bo 
spiteful. 

" By his gross behaviour I should have imagined 
you would have at once recognized my husband. Allow 
me to introduce Mr. Ickle, Herr Kutter." 

The cool, collected, insulting manner in which his 
wife spoke, was nearly overcoming Dolly. He ad- 
, vanced towards the German, crying — 

" Be off with you, sir, be off!" and so rapid was 
the attack that the stranger had scarcely time to reply, 
** ! host cerdainly, sare I" when Dolly was at his 
elbow; indeed, the polite bow and parting f^pe^ch o^ 
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'* I haf de honour to vish you goot tay, Madame Ickle,^* 
was curtailed of much of its thrilling effect. 

Dolly flung the door to and locked it. Then he 
folded his arms k la Napoleon, and surveyed tlie fickle 
one. 

Instead of being awed, Anastatia laughed outright, 
and played with her watch-chain. 

" May I inquire, Mr. Ickle," she inquired, "why I 
am favoured with this tragic nonsense P Since when 
has your brain been affected P" 

Dolly felt the ground sliding from under his feet. 
He had never yet been able to withstand Anastatia's 
sarcastic powers. She never looked so lovely as when 
her lip was slightly curled. 

But he was determined to make one struggle for 
victory. 

"Since when has my brain been affected P" he 
cried, **$f0Uy knowing what has passed in this very 
room, have the audacity to ask me ! Then I will tell 
you, madam : since you have forgotten your duties aa 
my wife." 

" You little insulting wretch !" screeched Anasta- 
tia ; " what do you mean — ^fellow P" 

" Ask yourself, madam !" exclaimed Dolly, writh- 
ing under the fellow infliction. " This assumed inno» 
cence will not avail you. "With my own eyes I saw 
that freckled stranger kiss your hand. I ask you, aa 
a married woman, was that consistent with your duty 
to me P" 

" You disgusting little quiddle !'* cried Anastatia, 
whose vocabulary of vulgar expressions was not only 
quaint but essentially feminine*, ^^\Jaa\v ^wi^ ^^st^ 
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peeping. Hal ha I Tm glad you are pimished. 
Ha! ha!" 

He had kept back his thunderbolt for the last 
grand effort, and now he cast it with all his strength. 
He gazed on her with contempt, and then screamed 
out, '* Woman 1 1" 

Like other ladies, Anastatia objected strongly to 
the word " woman," when applied to herself. Of 
course she was aware she was a woman, and a very 
fine one, but there was something highly degrading 
to a lady of her position to be spoken of as if she was 
no better ikan other petticoat wearers. Her silks, 
her fine linen, and jewellery, entitled her to the rank 
of a lady. 

*' Woman I" retorted madam. " How dare you 
use such words, you mean little fudge !" 

" Listen to me, Anastatia," began Dolly, trying an- 
other plan of attack : ^* When I gave you my name I 
entrusted you with my honour. Let me implore you 
to keep them both spotless and pure, if not for my 
sake, at least for your own." 

It was a sight to behold the handsome creature 
rise from her seat and stand before her little mate, a 
goddess in dignity and stature. It was the monument 
looking down with disgust upon a chimney-pot. 

''If I hear correctly," she remarked, in a deep con* 
tralto voice, ''Mr. Ickle is accusing me of infidelity." 

" Then you did not hear correctly," replied Dolly, 
mildly ; " I was simply warning you." 

" I am charmed with your gentlemanly behaviour, 

sir," she continued, turning. up her noble nose in con- 

tempt **0l 1 admire you above all things I Beally 



MBS. IGKLB'8 BTBAK0B BEHATIOTJB. 185 

I am quite oyepcome ! Go on, Mr, Ickle. Have 
you any more polite speechea to make? I am iu 
your power, sir. Pray insult me to your heart's 
content." 

^Finding he was the attacked instead of the at- 
tacker, Dolly changed his system of warfare, and 
brought up a strong accusation to the rescue. 

** I saw that man kiss your hand," he exclaimed, 
jerking his head, as much as to say he was prepared 
to swear to his words, and it was no use disputing the 
point. 

*' And if he did, sir," cried Mrs. Ickle, spreading 
her hands, as if she had an explanation ready cut 
and dried: '4f he, a G-erman, educated in Germany, 
brought up in Germany, bom of German parents, 
merely acted as they always do in Germany — as you 
would know, sir, if you had a little more sense and 
information in your ridiotdous head,— what harm is 
there in his kissing my hand ? If it had been the 
Queen's hand, would you have raved then ? Mr. Ickle, 
I am ashamed of you ! Pish !" 

Dolly was adamant. " You, as an Englishwoman, 
as my wife, bearing my name, should not have en- 
couraged his German behaviour. I, as your husband 
prefer English manners 1" 

'' I blush for you, Mr. Ickle," answered Anastatia. 
^ ! I'll tell them all at home ! Everybody shall 
laugh at you. Hal hal You absurd ninny! you 
contemptible little grizzle T* 

The fine girl was getting the best of it, for the 
idea of being ridiculed by the powerful party in 
Bloomsbury was painful to DoOl^^ vcAV^ ^^^^^ 
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signs of distress. "German customs, indeed!" he 
cried ; " then I suppose, if it was a custom in Ger- 
many to . . to . . to . . ." Eor the life of him he 
couldn't at the moment think of the custom he wanted. 

" Go on, you mean little scrumpt-up Paul Pry, go 
on ! I'm in no hurry ; collect your idiotic thoughts," 
exclaimed Anastatia, resuming her seat. 

It was time to check this calling of names ; it was 
painful to hear such coarse expressions flow from Anas- 
tatia's beautiful mouth. " I may be idiotic, or any- 
thing you please, Mrs. Ickle," he answered, frowning 
severely, " but I warn you, once for all, madam, that 
if ever I again catch you indulging in these foreign 
customs, either I shall leave you for ever, or you quit 
this house and go to the land where such indecencies 
are tolerated." 

" You can do as you please, sir," she calmly re- 
sponded. " You can go now if you like. You may 
go td Jericho, Mr. Ickle, if you like." 

^'I shall go when and where it suits me, Mrs. 
Ickle." 

" ShaU I tell John to order a fly ?" 

"Heartless, mercenary creature!" roared Dollys 
" to spite you I shall remain ;" and he darted from the 
room, and descended to the library — Ma room. 

It is a bad thing for the comfort and prosperity of 
a household when the family quarrels become so vio- 
lent and ill-managed that they are known to the ser- 
vants and anybody who chooses to listen to the in- 
teresting scandal. I am, on the whole, rather inclined 
to consider a neat little tiff, well conducted, is rather 
conducive to domestic felicity, provided the hard 
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words are followed hj kissing of cheeks and promises 
of love. 

Who is so kind and attentive as dear husband ten 
minutes after everything is forgiven and forgotten ? 
Doesn't dear wife hover around her darling hoping 
that he will require her gentle services, if it is only to 
fetch a pair of slippers for those adored feet ? How 
willingly the new dress is paid for — how comfortably 
the next day's dinner is prepared and served ! They 
love one another ten times better because they dis- 
cover how impossible it is to quarrel seriously. 

But I abhor those loug, spiteful, frowning, back- 
turning strifes that chill the entire house ; that last 
so long that spite and rudeness almost grow into 
habit. In the Twickenham establishment war raged 
all over the house. Up-stairs, down-stairs, in my 
lady's chamber especially, all were at enmity. The 
sparrows on the roof must have known by the silence 
within that something was wrong. Twenty hearty 
fits of laughter would not have cleared the gloomy 
air. 

It was as if somebody was lying dead in the house 
-—a mournful, quiet house, where all conversation was 
conducted in whispers. Whenever Dolly gave his 
orders to the servants he spoke in a distressed voice^ 
as if he was very ill, and would die shortly. The be- 
haviour of Mrs. Ickle was appealingly pathetic ; in- 
deed, her life seemed ebbing fast. Her kindness to 
the domestics was carried to an extreme of gentleness 
intended to win them over to her side in the dispute. 
The servants themselves behaved very tenderly to 
their pugnacious superiors, and Beemedkio ^ycs^tt^^sa^ 
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with both. Indeed the kitchen was, before supper 
was finished, divided into two distinct £a>ctions-^the 
partisans of master and the supporters of missus. The 
women obstinately sided with Dolly, but the footman, 
like a noble*hearted, chivalrous blight, stood up for 
the handsome Anastatia. 

For two days the lately married couple never 
spoke to one another; indeed they only met once, 
and that was in the passage ; on that occasion Dolly 
walked by Anastatia with his head up, looking straight 
before him, and she stareSl him full in the face and 
sneered. He ordered, for dinner, two chops to be served 
in the library, and she comforted herself with a fowl 
and mushrooms in the parlour. 

All the time he was eating he was sajring to him« 
self, '' m teach her to defy me in this style !*' and she 
was muttering, *^ He shall go down on his knees for 
this*'' There seemed no chance of a reconciliation. 

About nine o'clock on the evening of the first day's 
battle, Dolly rang the bell for Eliza, the maid, and 
informed her that he should sleep in the spare bed** 
room, away from his wife. Down-stairs ran Eliza with 
the news to the kitchen ; and many times did cook 
and Mary cry, " Lor I" and wondered if missus would 
stand it ,* whilst John laughed, and vowed " it served 
him right," and he was ^' deuced glad to hear it." 

When bed-time came Dolly desired his candle. To 
his disgust, Eliza placed before him a kitchen block-tin 
affair, with about an inch of smutty tallow guttering 
in the socket. 

'' What is this thiny doing here ?" asked Dolly. 
^^ Bring me a silver candlestick directly." 



HBS. lOKLl'g BIBi-KGE BEHAYIOrB. 189 

" MiBBus said this was to be for you, sir/' answered 
the girl. 

This direct insult— so gro^s, so mean— was more 
than Dolly could endure. 

^ Gk> fetch me my silver candlestick directly,*' he 
commanded. 

The girl crossed the passage, and tapped at the 
parlour door. Dolly, whose ears were very sharp, 
heard her distinctly deliver his message. 

" !rell your master the silver is locked up,'* replied 
Anastatia. *^ I can't go foraging about the house at 
this time of night to please anybody." 

Both doors were open, so Dolly called out — ^** Eliza, 
tell your mistress that I insist upon a silver candle- 
stick." 

Anastatia, pursuing the mode of indirectly con- 
versing adopted by her lord, answered : '' Eliza, tell 
your master that I am too tired to be bothered with 
any such nonsense, and, what is more, I shall not. 
Shut the door." 

'* Eliza, tell your mistress," roared Dolly, " that if 
I have to break open every cupboard in the house, I 
insist upon having a silver candlestick I" 

The reply was : '' Eliza, tell your nuMter he may 
do as he likes. Will you close that door directly, as I 
teU you P" 

There ended the conversation, and the parlour 
gained the fight. It was absurd for a man of Dolly's 
strength to make such a threat. How was he, a weak 
little fellow, without even a hammer to help him, to 
break open strong closets P 

Besides, he was sufBlciently ]^T^&«a\i \.^ >s3^<:s*« ^^ 
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the repairs would come to more than the effort was 
worth. 

My lecture to him was : " Never descend to these 
stupid menaces ; conduct your quarrel on moral 
grounds. Never change your dispute from the ques- 
tion of a wife's duty to her husband, to a stupid trial 
of strength, which, even if you accomplished the feat, 
would only make you appear brutal and unmanly in 
the sight of the world." 

The spiteful Anastatia had determined that her 
lord should suffer from his change of bed. He should 
be taught that away from his wife there was no com- 
fort for him. 

The first discovery Dolly made on entering the 
cold apartment was, that the bed was not made for 
him. A tremendous draught from the window in- 
formed him that a pane of glass had been, quite lately, 
broken. He wanted to wash his hands, but there was 
no water ; not even a towel. Where were his brushes, 
his razors, his nightgown ? . 

It really was too bad ! but he put up with the 
inconvenience, rather than confess he was annoyed. 
Be sure Anastatia was laughing in her sleeve, and 
saying to herself, " I'll give it to the little wretch." 

Foolish woman, if she had been in her right senseS| 
she would have known that she couldn't, by any pos« 
sibility, " give it him " without ruining herself by the 
payment. 

The fight lasted two days, and then Dolly fled. He 

suddenly remembered that there were such places aa 

hotels, where he could be handsomely treated at a less 

coat than he paid for his wife's misconduct. He left 
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a note for Anastatia, bidding her farewell until such 
time as she had repented of her conduct, and was wil- 
ling to sue for pardon, and promise to behave herself 
with due purity. 

"I leave you," he wrote, "to seek among strangers 
the repose and comfort which, in a foolish moment, I 
entrusted to my wife's keeping, little fancying that 
the oaths spoken at an altar would be so soon forgot- 
ten and treated with contempt." 

This time Anastatia fancied she had seen the last 
of her little life-partner, and she bit her fingers with 
unfeigned regret. She was ashamed of the meanness 
of her petty revenge. She would have given worlds 
if she could have recalled the bed-room persecution — 
it was so petty and vulgar. 

Could she have known where to find him, her arms 
were prepared to hug his sorrowful little head, and if 
he wished it, she would have begged for pardon. 

Neither did it look well for a wife to be deserted 
by her husband. That pained her more than any- 
thing. Better have left him than he her. Public 
sympathy would assuredly side with Dolly; and if the 
scandal of the kissing of hands should ever become 
known, lor bless me ! there would be no telling to 
what libellous extent the story might grow. 

Did she love Dolly ? Of course she did ; she loved 
him better than any other living man ; but she loved 
herself better than all the world put together : and 
it was the idea that he should be able to exist away 
from her ; that her charms should have lost their at- 
traction for him ; that he should prefer every discom- 
fort and loss to the infliction of Taet ^o^v^t^ y— WJ^^"^^ 
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this that made her rock to and iro in her chair, and 
pass hours scheming and plotting how she was to en- 
tice him back to his home once more, and keep him 
there safely. 

" But 1*11 never give in to him, if it costs me my 
life !" she repeated to herself, at least once in every 
half*honr. 
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CHAPTEE Vni. 

MBS. IOKLE'S PATIBirCB IS SOBEJiY TBIED. 

SuoH was Mr. Ickle's mental depression, as he 
hastened away &om the hated Twickenham Yilla, 
that he completely lost all control over his legs, and 
permitted them to run away with him at the rate of 
five miles the hour. Sorrow generally flew to his 
feet, and either brought on shuffling, fidgetting, 
jogging, or five miles the hour. 

Each time he muttered, '^ Ungrateful woman, we 
part !*' the words acted as the smack of a whip on his 
trotting legs, and made them cross one another with 
the rapidity of sharpening knives. Two lifctle boys 
tried to race him, but, though he carried a carpet bag, 
the young ones, after growing red-hot, were nowhere. 

He wanted solitude ; he wished to be so entirely 
by himself that even a postman's knock should not be 
able to disturb his melancholy. Some quiet one- 
windowed back-room, with a look-out upon a dead 
wall or a burial-ground, where he might pass the 
day with his head on the table, and think over the 
happiness he had so cheerfully planned, but never 
realized. 

Nobody should know where he was hidden ; he 
would call himself Mr. Smitb \ no, uot ^^^\i V^ii^^ 
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Jack Todd should visit him — ^poor old Jack ; his faith- 
ful friend, who had always been ready and happy to 
scour London in his service, and only charge 'bus hire 
for his lifts. He had made up his mind to be per- 
fectly wretched — he preferred it, please — and nobody 
should stop him, no, not if it cost him twenty times 
as much as being perfectly jolly. 

You see I am laughing at Dolly, and ridiculing his 
absurd attempt at playing the broken-hearted, deceived 
husband, when he' was only a weak-minded, senti- 
mental goose. His behaviour had been small and 
useless. He had forfeited my esteem by the whirligig 
manner in which he had bounced into his mad fits of 
jealousy, like an amorous cracl^er, and the meek, crest- 
fallen style of his retreat, after the fashion of a thiev- 
ing dog chased from a butcher's shop. 

If the superb Anastatia had been my church pro- 
perty, I should have tried the effect of a quiet arm- 
chair debate, and, after pointing out to her that hand- 
kissing in the present enlightened age was, on the 
whole, considered an imprudent pastime, I should 
have ascribed her behaviour to innocence of mind, and 
playful skittishness of spirit, and begged of her to 
check, for the future, her light-hearted disposition. 

But to rave about the room, and straightway 
accuse my dearest pet of infidelity, as if the darling 
had already packed up her jewels and the post-chaise 
was waiting round the comer, was leaving her no 
alternative but to draw her bodkin and defend herself 
to the death. 

I object to these indictments for murder upon fly- 
killiDg. I despise these homely, mustard-seed quarrels, 
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which are allowed to grow into strong timber for want 
of a good pull at the first shoot. 

I am a domestic Wellington, and declare that no 
household should permit little wars — these battles of 
pots and pans, these horrida parlour hellas. 

Fancy, too, jumping down from your elevated 
position of betrayed husband to quibble over a tin 
candlestick — dropping your magnificent charge of 
heartless infidelity to grumble over an uncomfortable 
bed-room. ^ * 

My unfortunate Dolly had actually fled from his 
superb wife and elegant house, not upon the grand 
hand-kissing accusation, but because he was sent up 
to a badly-made bed, lighted by an inch of smutty 
tallow candle. 

"What hopes can anyone have for such a man ? No 
diplomacy I and even deficient in invective I Let him 
stand on his volcano and enjoy his brimstone ! 

Who shall say this is an unkind, cruel world ? 
Scarcely had the bewildered, hopeless Dolly taken to 
flight, when the world was kind enough to espouse his 
quarrel. It was rumoured about in the neighbour* 
hood that Mrs. Ickle had been guilty of such gross 
misconduct that her husband had been obliged to 
desert the wicked creature. 

The neighbourhood was quite cheered with the 
scandal, and undertook to spread it about in every 
direction with the most obliging readiness. 

Why are women so spiteful to women ? The men^ 
when they heard of Mrs. Ickle's supposed backsliding, 
instead of throwing up eyes, chins, and hands iA 
horror, only smiled and cried " Stuff I" Tha ^wsisso^^ 
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without requiring the slightest evidence, Tetumed a 
verdict of ** guilty " against Anastatia the Superb, 
and she was condemned to be hung up, as a warning 
to all wives inclined to be fickle and frolicksome. 

I can tell you the reason why women are so vin- 
dictive : The moment Mrs. Jones hears that Mrs. 
Ickle has been coquetting with the dashing Herr 
Kutter she thinks to herself, " Heavens, if it had been 
Jones!" She feels, at once, that her Jones is in 
great danger bo long as that creature is at large. He 
must be protected by the punishment and downfall, 
and, if possible, the expulsion of the frail, yet fascinat- 
ing Mrs. Ickle. 

Generally speaking, wives have little reliance in 
their husbands' power of virtuous resistance. There 
is no trusting them, they say, out of their sight ; and, 
worse than all, there is no faith to be put in their 
promises and vows. The wretches go to business, are 
about all day long, and there is no telling what they 
tnay do. Then, since the men are beyond their in- 
fluence, the only chance of safety lies in overawing 
the women into upright conduct by the terrors of 
excommunication from societv. 

It is a mutual protection company. A meeting is 
called. Lady Draco in the chair, and it is unanimously 
resolved : That any member of the female sex who 
shall be suspected of misconduct, shall be instantly 
punished with social death. All who are of a contrary 
opinion will be pleased to signify the same by holding 
up their hands. Not an arm is raised. All who 
approve will be pleased, etc. A million wedding-rings 
glitter on high I That's a fact — I'm sure of it. 
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In tliree days' time after Dolly's flight, Mrs. Ickle 
was frowned at and .avoided. The treacherous Eliza 
had "told all" to William, the fancy baker's man, 
who, being a gay young bachelor and a general 
loter, fond of chatting with handsome parlour-maids, 
had carried the news, with his crisp cottages and 
half-quarterns, to Mary at "Tulip Lodge," and 
Sarah at "The Laurels," and Jane at "Willow 
Bank." 

It was good fun to William the baker, and he 
could, as he told the merry story, teaze his beauties 
about the fickleness of women, and the little depend- 
ance poor men could place in them. 

Be sure that Mary, Sarah, and Jane, as they helped 
missus to do her hair for dinner, whiled away the time 
by narrating the sad calamity that had befallen Mr. 
Ickle. Handmaidens are given to toadying their 
ladies, and their ladies like it. What is so delicious 
as being toadied P A&iend of mine when asked what 
he considered to be the climax of happiness, replied, 
"Five hundred a-year and a toady." The way in 
which handmaidens do their toadying, is by abusiug 
very.heartdly every sinner, and implying that missus 
is the only guiltless creature spared to the world. 

" Isn't it dreadful, mem !" cries Jane, " and not 
married a year, only to think ! and he, a complete fur- 
riner, kissing her most shameful, and she taking it 
quite complacent. Thank goodness, mem, I have fn 
lady for a mistress. Dear me, mem, I wouldn't stay 
in that house, mem! no, not for untold wages!" A 
conviction crosses the lady's mind, as she hears this 
terrible story, that Jane is a ver j «ena\b\<d> %<;^^ ^g;:^^ 
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and Mrs. Iclde a worthless creature, wlio must be in- 
stantly avoided and frowned down by such Tirtuou* 
women as herself. 

The finest girl couldn't make out why, when she 
called at " Tulip Lodge," everybody was always out ; 
neither could she understand why "The Laurels'* 
so suddenly ceased their friendly visits. 

It was curious, too^ that in proportion as the ladies 
of her acquaintance avoided her, her gentlemen friends 
called most perseveringly. As she was coming out of 
church — after a capital sermon on charity and loving-* 
kindness — " "Willow Bank " actually turned her back 
in reply to Anastatia's graceful bow ; yet, during the 
Afternoon, "Willow Bank's" eldest son not only called, 
but left a superb bouquet of the loveliest greenhouse 
plants. How very odd ! 

The little men, sprinkled about the neighbourhood, 
no sooner heard that the magnificent creature was 
separated from her husband, than they bought more 
fancy collars and went out courting* 

The hall-table was laden with visiting cards and 
the choicest presents* That most elegant little man 
Frederick Pinshead, Esq., run up a long bill at his 
poulterer's, through sending game every other day, 
"just arrived him from the country, which he hoped 
Mrs. Ickle would oblige him by accepting." Another 
dashing young dwarf, Charley Smallville, tried if a 
gponstant supply of new music would move that angelic 
being's heart into adoring him. A dozen other stunted 
Ap olios, from Sir William Minnikin down to little 
Gus Grrub, the Mincing Lane pet, deposited all that 
money could procure or advertisements suggest— from 
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packets of scent to piles of gloves or baskets of hot* 
house fruits. 

The friendliness of these gallant attentions, so 
consoling in the midst of her trials, quite overpowered 
the feelings of the deserted Yenus, and convinced her 
that Twickenham at least sympathized with her in her 
Tindeserved troubles, and sided with her against the 
base Dolly. 

The little men were received most graciously when- 
ever they called, and thanked with a grace and earnest- 
ness that made them instantly think of diamond 
brooches and bracelets to match. But when Mrs. 
Ickle inquired after the little men's mammas and sis- 
ters, and wondered why she had not seen them of late, 
the little men returned evasive answers, and afterwards 
winked to one another, and declared that, after what 
had happened, it was like the finest girl's impudence 
to think of her ever being again acknowledged by the 
female portion of their (the little men's) families. 

Unfortunate Anastatia! blind, silly woman ! Dolly, 
it is true, only measured four-feet-eight, but he brought 
her more honour and glory than all those little men 
put together, one a-top of the other ; lor they, little 
wretches as they were, were only praying for her 
downfall; and he, good, simple heart, never closed 
his eyes at night; without first praying for her welfare 
and happi^iesB. 

The most imprudent action Anastatia was, at thi» 
embarrassing period, guilty of, was in permitting the 
visits of the cause of all her troubles, the bold and dan- 
gerous Herr Kutter. She, silly girl , did this purposely 
to defy her Dolly-— to prove to him.thflLt, ^ ^V^^kV^^^s^*^ 
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been guilty of any intended wrong to him, she would 
not, by closing her doors against the foreigner, admit 
she had committed any evil. But Twickenham thought 
otherwise. 

Even the little men were Indignant at the bold- 
ness of this step. They asked one another '^ if that 
fellow was again there last night?" They left off 
their presents in disgust, and, their wicked designs 
failing, began to talk loudly of the finest girl's want 
of virtue. 

As for the Twickenham mammas and daughters, 
they were grieved to their hearts' core on Mr. Ickle's 
account, and declared " it must end in lawyers being 
employed." 

" Anything new, old fellow P" inquired Minnikin, 
meeting Finshead. ** Been up yonder lately ?" 

By yonder, he referred to Mrs. Ickle's drawing- 
room. 

** Yes, last night," answered Pinshead ; "that con- 
founded German was there, of course. What an idiot 
the woman must be !" he exclaimed, utterly unable to 
understand how she could prefer anybody to him, 
Pinshead. 

." I call it suicide ; I do indeed !" replied Minnikin, 
disgusted that Anastatia would not murder her repu- 
tation through love for him, Minnikin. 

"I give you my honour," continued .Pinshead, 
" she was teaching him how to pronounce English ; 
feet, I assure you." 

" What the deuce can she see in the fellow ?" 
groaned Minnikin; "such a glorious woman as she 
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^^ I heard him ask her how he ought to pronounoQ 
* Love !' '* continued Pinahead ; " he called it * lof,' the 
beast ! That was hot work, eh ?" 

So thoroughly disgusted was Minnikin, that he 
cried — 

'^ I sharn't go there any more ; see her shot first !*' 

" No more shall I !" replied Pinshead ; " I will not 
countenance such behaviour." 

Yet, by a singular chance, they both met that 
evening in Anastatia's drawing-room, and, in the pre-i 
senoe of that sublime woman, acknowledged that 
anger became impotent, and even jealousy's green eyes 
turned a soft blue by the golden light of her wax 
candles. 

Whilst Mrs. Ickle was damaging her character, 
J>olly was dying a lingering death in a dirty second- 
floor near Soho Square. He never stirred out, he 
scarcely slept, he seldom ate. He had to draw in the 
fitrap of his waistcoat. , 

He was glad he was thin, and pale, and haggard. 
He had a kind of presentiment he would see his loved 
one again^ and how it would cut her to the heart to 
behold him reduced to a skeleton — weak, bony, and 
white. 

But he would never humble himself by seeking for 
her — no! She must hunt for him; she must cast 
herself at his feet, and turn her angelic countenance 
up to his stem little face and beg for forgiveness. He 
would make her cry her eyes out-^he was so very 
savage ! 

It was no use for her to advertise for him in the 
Times, ITo 9ucb nonsense aia ''DQas^^\k'Q%x^\!s^stL\^ 
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your A., and all will be forgotten by your heart-broken 
I." "No such nonsense should influence his stubborn 
heart. 

No, no ! she must fling herself down — ^there ! — 
and cling to his knees, and push her curls back, and 
try to catch hold of his hand, and that sort of thing. 
Then, perhaps, he might relent. 

But, heigho ! though he took in the Hmes daily. 
Ho advertisement for "Dearest D." met his eager 
gaze. When the landlady asked him what he would 
have for dinner, he still answered, "I can*t, thank 
yon ;* and when, late at night, he put out his candle, 
he still lay on his back and looked up at the stars, and 
thought of that naughty beauty — dear, detested 
Anastatia. 

In time, Mrs. Ickle*s eyes were opened, and she 
perceived, to her alarm, that she was a shunned and 
despised female. Good heavens ! what was that for? 
"What had she done ? How dare ** Willow Bank" in- 
sult her ? It was like the impudence of that conceited 
** Tulip Lodge." But rave and fume as she would, the 
fact was undeniable, that every lady in the neighbour- 
hood looked upon her as a polluted creature, and were 
almost afraid when the children rubbed silk flounces 
with her. 

How insulting ! how vulgar it was of these people 
to dare to interfere with her quarrels with her hus- 
band ! What business was it of theirs ? Tet it was 
yery difficult to endure the disrespectful treatment — 
to be looked upon as a worthless woman ! 

She ! — she, of all people ! — she who knew herself 
00 thoroughly, and had such a high opinion of her own 
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merits. As I have told you, she loved herself better 
than all the world put together, and you know it is 
very trying to witness the sufferings of those we 
love. 

Then Dolly must come back ! After all her deter- 
minations never to sue to that little wretch, was she 
to be actually forced to solicit his return ? Cruel 
fate! But she was suffering so much! Unkind 
Twickenham was so rude to her, and she was so fond 
of herself, she could not bear to see herself annoyed. 
She would write to the little wretch. 

That letter was the first intimation I received of 
the Twickenham differences. It was enclosed to me, 
requesting that I would hand it to Mr. Ickle at my 
earliest convenience. 

I was frightened. Dolly run away from home, and 
not come to me ! How was that ? I made sure he 
had taken refuge from this world of trouble in the 
dark weedy waters of the Eegent's Canal. 

I sent back the letter with a reply that I had not 
seen Mr. Ickle for more than three weeks ; and then I 
set to work hunting after my dear friend's corpse, 
calling at police stations and inquiring if any bodies 
had of late been dragged but of the favourite places — 
if Waterloo Bridge had been doing much business, or 
the Serpentine had been fully employed. My heart 
felt lighter when I was informed that nothing answer- 
ing my good friend's description had been met with 
as yet. 

My answer to madam's letter was rapidly followed 
by a personal visit from the finest girl herself. She 
i^me in her best bonnet and tvifl. <i^ ^^D&^^«a^ ^- 
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sired the servant girl to inform Mr. Ickle that Hrs, 
Ickle wished to see him, so fully had she assured her« 
self that I was deceiving her, and hiding Dolly in my 
rooms. 

I had just time to snatch up some clean shirts from 
the sofa, and chuck them, with a few odd articles of 
clothing, into the bed-room — indeed, I was thrusting 
a jug of ale behind the curtains when madam entered. 

" I wish to see Mr. Ickle," she said. 

A chair was rapidly placed at her service, and, 
whilst she sniffed with evident dissatisfaction the 
tobacco tainted atmosphere of my bachelor's crib, I 
replied, " I can assure you, Mrs. Ickle, I do not know 
where your husband is — I was hunting after him all 
day yesterday — upon my honour, I am telling you the 
truth!" I added, as I observed her incredulous, 
sneering expression. 

She was determined not to be deceived by such 
trumpery, stupidly-planned excuses. **I wish to 
see Mr. Ickle, sir," she said; **be kind enough, 
without further prevarication, to inform him I am 
here." 

" My dear lady," I answered, "you are very unjust 
and wrong to suspect me of telling you an untruth. I 
am as Hnxious as you can be to see my friend ; I would 
willingly furnish you with his address if I knew it ; I 
would walk London to find him." 

She shook her head, and smiled scornfully. ** Yon 
still doubt me ! I sweab I do nofciknow where he is." 
Confound the woman ! they are more bother than they 
are worth. 

Ser next observation was equivalent to taxing me 



HB8. lOKIiS'fl PlTISirOS IS SOBELY TBIED. 16S 

with falsehood : ** I shall not stir from this room, sir," 
she cried, '^ until I have seen Mr. lokle." 

" The room is perfectly at your service, madam," 
I replied, bowing with mock politeness, ''and, not to 
inccmyenience you during your long stay, I shall give 
you up the entire possession of the premises." 

I slipped on my hat, and as I descended the stairs 
I heard her calling out, " Dolly, where are you ? 
Come here, sir I It's no use hiding, sir ! Come here 
when I tell you — directly !" 

My only hope was, that if she intended to stay ii| 
the room till she saw Dolly, she would, at least, be lady 
enough to pay the rent. But she left, as I expected, 
about five o'clock, in time for her half-past six dinner. 
Such is woman ! 

For the next week all my spare time was taken up 
in hunting for Dolly. Each morning I received a 
letter &om the finest girl, and they all commenced 
with, " I am in the greatest anxiety ;" the only re- 
markable difference in these beginnings being that 
the first was headed '' Sir," and the last " My dear Mr, 
Todd," as if I was to be taken in by such attempts at 
civility. I thought to myself, '* Tea, my fine lady, 
I'll dear Mr. Todd you, before I have done with you 5 
so make your mind easy on that score, I beg of 
you." 

I employed two policemen to help me in my 
search, and it was agreed that Mrs. Ickle should pay 
them twenty pounds if they discovered Dolly's where- 
abouts. I, in my devotion to the search, missed a 
beautiful case at the Middlesex, splendidly performed 
by Dr. Slaughter — ^that of lemoning ^ ^^ox^tt^Tsj^*^^ 
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stomacli of an acrobat, who had in a moment of 
mental absence swallowed the weapon. 

I roamed London, calling aloud for Dolly ; I 
placarded its walls with bills headed "Missing!" 
" Left his home." In fact, I did everything that my 
earnest friendship could devise for the recovery of my 
lost friend. 

But, hiding in his confounded little Soho rooms, 
remained our misanthrope, pondering over his miseries, 
refusing to be comforted or to eat ; indeed, the land- 
lady got so angry at last at his obstinate refusal to 
consume the toast sent him for breakfast, that she 
threatened to keep the pieces and tile the roof with 
them. 

Everybody was written to whose assistance was 
worth having. The Bloomsbury people were fright- 
ened out of their lives — not, perhaps, so much at the 
loss of Dolly, as the disrepute his absence had brought 
upon the accomplished Anastatia. 

The whole weight of the Bloomsbury share in the 
search was thrown upon Bob's shoulders; and the 
easy manner in which that youth discharged his 
onerous duties strongly endeared me to that charming 
young man. 

He dreamt — or he asserted he did dream — for three 
nights in succession that he saw his brother-in-law 
enter a certain tavern called " The Early Bird," and 
there ask for the loan of yesterday's Advertiser ; and 
so firmly convinced was he that the dream would 
eventually prove true, that he insisted upon taking up 
his quarters at the said "Early Bird" tavern; and 
bjr degrees he ran up a bill which made a five-pound 
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note look very foolish when the day of reckoning 
came. 

Bob always had a marvellous tact of turning the 
misfortunes of others to his own advantage. The only 
iprudent thing he did was to leave word at the nearest 
|>olice-station that, in case anybody was required to 
swear to the body of the missing unfortunate, the 
constables would be sure to find him at the aforesaid 
tavern, ready to do his duty. 

"We discovered Dolly at last, solely through his 
extraordinary abstinence from food, in this manner. 
The landlady became convinced that he was bent upon 
starving himself to death ; and observing, with reli- 
gious awe, that she would have nobody in her house 
" rushing unbidden into heaven,*' she vowed that if 
he didn't eat an entire mutton-chop for dinner, she 
would give the gentleman into charge for attempting 
his life. 

Fortunately for us, Dolly eat about as much of 
his chop as would have satisfied a sickly mouse, and 
to the station hiirried the woman, quite furious at her 
lodger's contempt for nice wholesome victuals. 

"A good, sweet chop," she told the inspector 
" as would have tempted a gentleman dying of lock- 
jaw to open his mouth and eat a piece." Her descrip- 
tion of '' Mr. Smith's" appearance and dress talUed 
60 exactly with the account printed in the hand-bills, 
that an officer was despatched to " The Early Bird" 
for Bob De Cade, and, true to his word and post, 
like an honest gentleman, there the fond brother-in- 
law was discovered, driving away dull care with his 
fifth glass of hot brandy a,ad watex. 
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Taking two policemen with him, Bob waited upon 
Mr. Smith in his own rooms, without troubling the 
gentleman by sending up his name. The constables 
were to remain below in the passage, in case their aid 
should be required. *' Not that I shall want you, for 
I know how to manage him," said Bob ; " but he 
might, you know, ride rough, and a poker, after oll^ 
is a poker, and hurts." 

The wretched Dolly was lying on the sofa, with his 
arm curled over his forehead to keep the light from 
his eyes, as if he were trying to sleep. It was a 
miserable, beastly room, quite unsuited to any one of 
Dolly's taste and position in life, furnished in the 
usual hard-up lodging-house style — ^a style with which 
I am intimately acquainted. 

The lank, yellow, stained, chintz curtains of the 
popular washed-out rose pattern, hung down as straight 
as skirts that have dropped their crinolines, and the 
invariable damask tablecloth was on the usual small 
mushroom-shaped table, with the veneer chipped 
support. 

Everything was as tidy in the room as if nobody 
lived in it. A newspaper, or even a few pieces of a 
torn letter in the fire-place would have imparted a 
social look to the miserable den. But the chairs were 
in their places, the chimney ornaments kept their proper 
distances, and the idea, on first seeing the form lying on 
the sofa, was, that a corpse had been placed there, out 
of the way, until a coroner's inquest could be held. 

The sorrowful Dolly raised his head, and saw Bob 5 
then he laid himself down again, and once more covered 
bia eyea with hi& arm. 
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" Hallo, Ickle !" said Bob, in a frightened voice, 
for the place and the situation were yerjr solemn, 
" we h^ve been looking for you everywhere. What 
has been the matter, eh P" 

No answer. It is di£Scult to keep up a con* 
versation without a few replies, and Bob coughed 
sHghtly. " TouVe no idea how alarmed we have all 
been," he continued ; " we almost thought you were 
dead." 

Still not a word. " I had better come to the point 
at once," thought Bob ; " I know it will do my busi- 
ness." After clearing his throat, as if to give the big 
lie room to pass, he said, " K you wish to see Anas- 
tatia alive, you must come with me at once." 

The effect was magical. The recumbent man gave 
a leap that placed him in a sitting position with elec- 
trical celerity. " Alive !" gasped the poor fellow. 

" She's as near gone as a toucher," muttered Bob, 
" but if you come at once we may be in time. You've 
nearly been the death of her, I can tell you. Put on 
your bat, and come along." 

*^ Then, after all," thought Dolly, as he leant in a 
comer of the cab, and looked out of window, to avert 
his face from Bob — ^for he did not like to be seen 
weeping — " after all, she does love me — loves me so 
dearly that I have nearly killed her by keeping away^ 
How cruel of me ! "Will she forgive me P She is good 
enough for anything ; perhaps she may." 

His heart sank within him as, after the long ride, 
they approached the Twickenham villa. He peeped 
up at the bed-room windows to look for a light in his 
Anastatia's room. All was dark. Great Q^^^V. M V^ 
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should have arrived too late ! if that dear woman should 
have died before she could pronounce one little word 
of parting ! Terrible ! — his only hope then would be 
to make his peace with heaven and die too. "What 
would the world be to him when all he treasured in it 
had been taken away ? 

Por reasons easily understood, Bob got out of the 
cab first, telling Dolly not to show himself until the 
street door was opened. This suited Dolly perfectly, 
for he had a dread of facing his servants ; he feared 
they might consider him ridiculous, and perhaps laugh^ 
or look impudent. So, when the footman had answered 
the knock and been dismissed, Bob beckoned to Ickle 
to enter, and stood, candle in hand, on the stone step, 
awaiting him. 

" Don't make any noise," said Bob, in a whisper, 
before they entered the house, as if he fancied Dolly 
would tramp along the passage like a brewer's dray* 
man» " Eestrain your feelings, and foUow me." 

" Let me rush to her ! " answered Dolly, preparing 
for a dart up-stairs. 

Master Bob caught him cleverly by the coat-collar. 
" Do you want to kill her outright ?" he cried. " If 
she sees you before I have prepared her for your 
coming, I won't give her five minutes to live* She's 
as weak as a rat — ^weaker — doctor says so — fact." 

They entered the pink-room* As soon as he had 
put down the candle. Bob hurried away " to prepare 
her," as he said, whilst Dolly flung himself into an 
arm-chair, and thought over the last interview he had 
held with that loved woman now so near death's door ; 
how in that very room he had upbraided her, and be- 
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haved like a madman. After calling himself all the 
brutes in the world, he covered his pale face with his 
little half-starved fingers, and cried till he shook again 
with grief. 

But Bob had hurried down to the parlour, where, 
by the Ught, he knew he should find the finest girl. 
She was working at a fancy collar, and never in her 
life looked in more robust health. 

" Hush ! " cried Bob, as he popped his head in at 
the door, startling Anastatia to that degree she nearly 
jerked herself off her chair. " Hush ! he's here ! up- 
stairs ! I said you were dying, or he wouldn't have 
com# I'm afraid, when he finds out I've done him, 
he'll want to bolt again ! What shall I do ?" 

This news was almost too much for Anastatia's 
nerves. Dear ! dear ! how her heart did thump about 
in her bosom. ** He mustn't go, whatever we do ! " 
she replied, gasping for breath. " Can't you tie him 
in his chair ? Anything to secure him ! " 

The want of a rope was the chief obstacle to this 
scheme. There was a clothes-line down-stairs, and 
Bob wanted badly to fetch it, but Anastatia objected 
to the servants knowing the method of inducing their 
master to remain in his own house. It might get 
spread about, and cause tittle-tattle. 

" Why won't this shawl do ?" she asked her 
brother, handing him one she had thrown over the 
couch. 

" So bad for making knots," objected Bob ; "but 
it's better than nothing ; don't come in till I cough 
three times." 

Back to Dolly went the infamous traitot, ^tarc^^'^ 
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the Casbmere fetters with him. " Don't move," he 
said, on entering the room, " it's all right." 

" Is Anastatia better ?" inquired Dolly, with the 
greatest anxiety. 

" Yes, much better ; she's up and dressed," an- 
swered Bob. " Sit still ! she'll be here directly. 
Here ! put this shawl over you — you're cold." 

Before the exhausted Dolly could offer the slightest 
resistance he was bound prisoner in the chair. 

""What are you doing this for?" he asked in 
surprise. 

" You'll see directly," replied Bob, who forthwith 
began to cough violently. The signal was HIard. 
The rustle of a dress of rich silk heralded the graceful 
advance of the finest girl in Bloomsbury. 

"With his eyes fixed on the door sat the fettered 
Dolly. He recognized the stately step, the luxurious 
noise of the costly robe even seemed familiar music 
to his ears. He did not exactly understand why the 
shawl should be tied so tightly about his body, but 
the treat of gazing on his Anastatia' s lovely coun- 
tenance stifled his rising suspicions of false play. 

The door opened. Joy! it was Anastatia; not, 
perhaps, so pale as he had expected to see her ; but 
yet the same magnificent creature that reigned in his 
heart autocratrix of his brain and body. 

"Anastatia!" he murmured, trying to raise his 
securely-bound arms. 

The finest girl advanced slowly, until she stood in 
front of the prisoner, when, shaking her finger, she 
uttered these startling words : — 

"Mr. Ickle; I trust you are ashamed of yourself !" 
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At these startling words, " Mr. Ickle, I trust you are 
ashamed of yourself!" the captive seemed more spite- . 
ful than abashed, and forthwith began to try the 
strength of his Cashmere fetters by lounging out with 
his thin little legs, and jerking out his elbows, as if he 
were playing bagpipes ; but he was as strongly bound 
as a bank ledger, the shawl wrapping about him like 
rollers round a baby. 

Besides, was not the crafty Bob De Cade behind 
the arm-chair with his big hand prepared to seize 
Dolly's coat collar and pull him back into his seat, 
even if the fastenings had yielded ? The stately Anas- 
tatia, the moment her victim commenced his wriggles 
for liberty, skipped gracefully backwards out of the 
reach of his active boots, but the dignity and stern- 
ness of her countenance never for an instant relaxed, 
and her heavy brows and flashing eyes reminded 
one forcibly of thunder and lightning in a tropical 
climate. 

The first impulse that had entered Dolly's soul as 
he gazed upon his naughty Delilah and the Philistine 
Bob, is too horrible to dwell upon, for he thirsted for 
gore. It is a mercy he did not get Voo^^ ot ^Ts^a^Ss^s- 
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ficent wife and an accomplished brother-in-law might 
have gasped their last on the excellent Brussels 
carpet. 

But presently, as his useless efforts weakened him, 
his savage desires collapsed into overwhelming despair. 
He fell back exhausted and broken-hearted. The time 
had come, he felt, when it was his duty to die: life 
was a blank ; the world, with its palaces and mansions, 
was a wilderness ; there was no place like the grave, 
the grave, the sweet, sweet grave ! 

He closed his eyes, and tried to think that he was 
buried and at rest — ^far away from the fascinations and 
cruelties of an Anastatia or the treachery of a Bob. 

I attribute this sudden depression to the fact that 
for many weeks past he had lived on less food than 
would be thought proper to support a healthy parrot. 
One mouthful of mutton chop per diem is scarcely 
enough to fill the mind with heroism under difficulties, 
or enable the limbs to throw off such calamities as 
knotted Cashmeres. 

My creed is, two slices of tender beef, with a little 
piece of fat, and a potato ; then a man is ready for any 
mental trial or daring enterprize ; he can smile at a 
man in possession, or lead a forlorn hope. 

Have the vegetarians as yet produced any remark- 
able man P Has any glorious hero sprung from their 
fricasseed cabbages, or any great philosopher risen 
from their parsnip tarts ? Not that I am aware of. 

Without meat, the mind, to speak boldly, loses its 
legs and head — just as Dolly had done. The wonder 
to me is, how the unfortunate beggars manage to sup- 
poit life and its trials on their empty stomachs; 
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indeed, it is a marvel why they will insist on existing. 
Perhaps the hope of tasting meat some day attaches 
them to this world. 

The moment Anastatia saw her husband fall back 
into his chair exhausted, she once more approached 
him, and recommenced shaking^ her finger. She was 
thoroughly acquainted with that invaluable ruse in 
domestic warfare, of drawing off the enemy's — that is 
the husband's — fire by a couuter attack ; that the only 
way of appearing innocent when you have been very 
guilty, is to forestall a scolding by fudging up an 
opposition grievance, and being the first to rave and 
lecture. 

" So, sir ! So, sir !" began Anastatia, in a deeply- 
injured voice : " this is the treatment which you think 
fit to inflict upon your wretched wife ; this is the way 
in which you behave to the unfortunate woman who 
was so foolish as to link her life to yours. Oh, Mr. 
Ickle, I blush for you ! yes, I blush crimson." 

But she didn't though : though it didn't matter, 
because his eyes were closed. 

" Oh ! Mr. Ifckle," she began again, " if we poor 
women could only know the trials that awaited us, 
we should look twice — ^twice ! ah ! a hundred times !— - 
before we listened to man s deceitful words." 

She expected Dolly would reply, so she rested her 
tongue for a moment ; but to all appearances he was 
sleeping soundly, so she continued : " "What a fool I 
have been! I said, Mr. Ickle, what a fool I have 
been ! Oh ! if my time could but come over again ! 
or if I had only been in my right senses, instead of 
being fascinated by a serpent — a NiijexlL\»^08L\»^\ss^ 
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bosom, Mr. Ickle. If I hadn't been a silly idiot, I 
should have boxed your ears, sir, and ordered my 
papa's footman to turn you out of our house, sir, the 
moment you began your fine, deceitful speeches. But 
I was a trusting girl, Mr. Ickle ; I was a confiding, 
absurd girl, sir. And a nice exchange I've made of 
it — a very nice exchange — oh, charming, to be sure ! I 
had a fond papa, then, sir, and a loving inamma, and 
t » . and . • • 

"And a doting brother,'* suggested Bob, from 
behind the chair. 

"Yes! and a dear, darling, doting, afifectionate 
brother !'* continued the outraged Venus, piling up 
the agony ; " but I left them all, like a demented, un- 
grateful simpleton, for the sake of a wretch — ^a wretch, 
Mr. Ickle — who, the moment the street door is open, 
snatches up his hat and deserts his poor wife. What 
do you care, base man ! if the woman you swore to 
protect with the last drop of your disgusting blood is 
vilified — ^if her reputation is trampled in the mud ? 
what do you care, so long as you can join your infa- 
mous London set, and pass your nights in debauchery P 
Do you hear me, sir? You needn't pretenJl to be 
asleep, Mr. Ickle ; I am determined you shall listen 
to every word I have to say. So wake up, sir, wake 
up !" So determined was she in arousing him, that 
she nearly shook his head off. 

" I am waiting for a reply, Mr. Ickle," said Anas- 
tatia, when at last Dolly opened his eyes, and sat 
staring at her as earnestly as a baby at a candle. " I 
shall be glad to hear what you have to say in excuse 
for /our base conduct," 
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Much to her surprise and disgust, Dolly muttered, 
** I'll go to bed, please." 

" To bed ! what next ! 'No, you shall not, sir," 
cried the amazed Anastatia. " "We'll have no going 
to bed here, in this house, sir, until you have replied 
to my question. I am waiting, Mr. Ickle. As soon 
as you are ready, sir !** 

She did get an explanation — a very full and per* 
feet explanation—one that should have dragged her 
down on her knees, and made her weep with shame. 

The poor baby-looking head with the closed eyes 
fell sideways, and rested on the shoulder, as if it was 
too heavily charged with sad thoughts, and had toppled 
over ; the tendons in his little limbs suddenly loosened, 
and let fall the lifeless flesh and bone like a card-house 
tumbling to pieces. 

Everything was explained better than if Dolly had 
spoken for a week right off. It explained to that ex- 
traordinary female how he had been bullied and per- 
secuted ; how his heart, though it never ceased to love 
her all the time, had been bruised and tortured ; how 
thoroughly he was exhausted by her brutality. 

The heartlessness of the last trick — ^that taking 
advantage of his strong affection for the woman, to 
entice him back to fresh insults ; that baiting the 
trap with a pretended illness, a bait it was known 
would surely catch the silly mouse, to get him once 
more into their power, and have another fling at his 
earnest love — was more than his half-starved body 
had strength to endure : it lifted the heart clean out 
pf him — felled him senseless. 

Unfortunate Dolly ! write him. do^\i«5ajkRrci%*^^'^^ 
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"who have missed their chance of joy in this world. I, 
a hospital man, cannot conceive brutality equal to the 
treatment he received, though I have seen broken 
heads and knife wounds by the score. A desponding, 
worn-out, hiding wretch, stretched on his sofa, almost 
dead of limb and dying of heart, is suddenly gal« 
vanized into life by sympathy for his loved tormentor's 
peril ; he rushes homeward:^, with his kisses ready and 
his consolations prepared, to nurse and fondle the frail 
creature who has been his curse, to find himself taken 
in ambush, to be laid hold of like a malefactor. 

It is enough to make one smash the parlour win- 
dows, and chalk abuse on the garden wall. 

When Anastatia saw that Dolly had really fainted, 
she began to tremble. It is so difficult, when you are 
wielding the stick, to know when to stop the blows, 
and she had no idea he was so weak and sensitive ; 
indeed, she had made up her mind to at least one 
hour's sport. 

A pretty thing it would be to have Dolly dying 
the moment after his return ! a nice story the neigh- 
bours would make out of it. 

They would be sure to swear he was poisoned. 
Fancy the Coroner paying her a visit, and the police 
hunting for ar|enic, and perhaps a whole column in the 
daily papers ! She turned to brother Bob, who was 
as white as chalk, and said, '^ I think he's ill!" 

'^Perhaps he's shamming," suggested that hope- 
ful genius; and forthwith the bully proceeded to 
business as assistant torturer, pulling the victim about 
so roughly, that, if any sense had remained, Dolly 
must have cried out. 
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Then the cowardly vagabond also grew frightened, 
and with the utmost alacrity untied the knots in the 
shawl. " By Jove ! he's gone as clean as a whistle 1" 
he observed to Anastatia, who, half crazy with alarm, 
was slapping the little hands and crying, " Dolly, dear 
Dolly! don't you hear me? Look at me, darling! 
It's Anastatia, dear !" 

Certainly, all things considered, this was a highly 
tempting inducement for him to open his eyes and 
cheer up, and one he was perhaps silly not to take an 
advantage of. 

The two murderers proceeded to finish their job 
in the usual professional manner. Whilst Bob shoul- 
dered the lifeless body, Anastatia held the candle and 
lighted him up-stairs, keeping a sharp look out lest 
any of the servants should spy them at their work. 
They crept up to the bed-room as cautiously as if it 
were a hanging matter. 

When the limp frame was propped up in an arm- 
chair, the usual remedies were applied : water to the 
temples, smelling salts to the nose, and brandy to the 
lips. Yet Dolly never moved. 

"I think," said Bob, at last, "I think we had 
better send for a doctor ; it looks bad ; I'll have no- 
thing more to do with it." 

But Anastatia wouldn't, couldn't, daren't listen to 
such a proposal. Send for a doctor ! Have the whole 
business carried about Twickenham — brutal treatment 
by a wife ! No ! no ! try something else, — everything 
but a doctor. Even in this predicament, you see, she 
cared less for Dolly's recovery than her own vanity 
and worldly position. 
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It was a narrow chance, and should have been a 
good lesson to the pair of them, though of course it 
wasn't, for with some people a danger past is a joke 
for ever. But Heaven was merciful to the sinners, 
and Dolly returned to life to enjoy a little more bait- 
ing and badgeriug. 

The patient was lifted between the sheets, and 
there he laid with his arms spread out, as if he had 
been crucified, just as they had placed him. Anas- 
tatia gave way to a few tears, and said distinctly, 
three times, " Poor Dolly I" 

Then, turning to her brother, she added, " Poor 
fellow ! he must not be left alone aU night ; do you 
mind sitting up with him, dear ?" 

" "What are you going to do ?" inquired Bob, not 
over pleased with the proposal. 

" I shall lie down i^ the next room, and, if you 
want me, you can call me," replied the dear wife. 

" Hang it ! I don't see the fun of it exactly," 
grumbled Bob. "He isn't my husband, and I'm 
tired, I can tell you." 

Instead of noticing this speech, Anastatia offered 
a bribe. "I'll send you up the brandy. Bob," she 
said, coaxingly. 

He was always ready to sit up all night for brandy, 
— he often did it for gin, even. *' Can I smoke ?" in- 
quired the amiable young man. 

" I think you might in the dressing-room, only do 
mind the sparks, there's a dear," replied the loving 
spouse. 

So it was arranged, and when towards morning 
Dolly awoke ftom his half-sleep, half-swoon, and won* 
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dered why the air should be so very fragrant of to- 
bacco, the mystery was rapidly explained by Bob 
advancing, pipe in mouth, to the bedside, and asking 
the patient " How he was getting along now ?k 

In an instant Dolly remembered everything. As 
be was still very weak, and found it hard work enough 
to breathe, he did not attempt even one reproach, 
and merely looked at Mr. Bob, but that look was 
quite sufficient, for it was a first-rate look, and, without 
being savage, was brimfull of indignation and scorn. 

My fine fellow of Middlesex Hospital felt that his 
days at Twickenham were numbered, and he returned 
to the dressing-room to take the utmost advantage of 
his stay by emptying the brandy-bottle. 

When the doctor came, Mrs. Ickle tried to ex- 
plain to him, in the dining-room, that her husband 
was suffering from a severe cold caught whilst tra- 
velling. The doctor, after they had reached the bed- 
side, didn't like to tell her openly that he disbelieved 
her travelling story, so he did it in the usual profes* 
sional style. "Severe prostration,'* he remarks, as 
he felt Dolly's wrist, " Quite a baby's pulse. The 
system is completely exhausted." 

In the dressing-room, whilst writing the prescrip- 
tion, he sarcastically remarked to the lady, that Mr. 
Ickle appeared to have caught cold on an anxious 
mind. 

" Dear me, how imprudent of him !" answered 
Anastatia. 

The news of Dolly's return, and severe illness, 
spread through Twickenham with fierce rapidity. 
Ladies paid each other moming e;QiU5& qh '^\nr^^'^^ Nj^ 
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say to one another, " Oh ! that bad woman !'* and 
** She'll kill him, poor man ! see if she doesn't." 

All Anastatia's hopes of moving in fashionable 
society were clipped off close; sympathy for Dolly 
rose to such a pitch, that it couldn't be restrained 
from including insults to Anastatia. "When carriage 
after carriage rolled up to the commanding portico, 
which lent to the villa such a classic air, kind in- 
quiries were made for Mr. Ickle's health only, and the 
utmost anxiety exhibited as to how he had passed the 
night. When the footman politely informed the car- 
riages that Mrs. Ickle was at home, and would be 
charmed to see them, if they would only condescend 
to step inside and enjoy her agreeable society, the 
invitation was always sullenly refused, and only one 
card was left — for the sick gentleman, mind — an in- 
sult which ought to have made a lady of such lofty 
aspirations a^ the finest girl either take to sackcloth 
and ashes at once, or have sent her raving about the 
town with her hair streaming, and the boiled-beef 
carving-knife in her hand, crying for vengeance. 

It had become positively necessary for the glorious 
yet despised Anastatia to attempt something, however 
desperate, to regain her lost position in Twickenham 
society, and also check the open and deliberate insults 
of her neighbours. The season for evening parties 
was approaching, and she had a dress up-stairs in her 
wardrobe that had only been worn twice — a dress that 
had cost goodness knows how much! — and if those 
rude persons thought she was going to let that gor- 
geous raiment lie idle whilst their own trumpery was 
dancing aw&y, they were mistaken. There was a cabal 
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—a conspiracy, but she would rout them ; yea, she 
would defeat every spiteful petticoat of the allied 
forces, if it cost six dinner parties, and dances to 
follow, per week. 

The undisguised siding with Mr. Ickle had been 
the first trump of war. She confided her plans to 
Bob, and that coarse youth urged her on by replying, 
" Give it 'em, Stacy ! you've got the De Cade blood 
in you ; if you can't pay 'em out, nobody can, old 
girl." 

Looking at Bob with an impartial eye, he was 
not a bad-looking fellow, when sober, with his eyes 
clear and open. He wore moustaches, and had got a 
new hat, so, when his boots were concealed, he had a 
very showy appearance, that reminded one of a half- 
pay ensign. 

He answered Stacy's purpose very well as a pro- 
tebtor. Every day, at four, the carriage was ordered 
to the door. The splendid Anastatia selected the 
bonnet that would make " The Laurels" wince, and 
put on the dress best calculated to make " Tulip 
Lodge" hide its diminished head. 

They drove about hunting for their enemies. If 
they saw them in the pastrycook's shop at Eichmond, 
Mrs. Ickle descended purposely to awe them into 
respect by terrific orders for jellies and ice-puddings. 
She had them safely to herself in that shop— they 
could not escape her ; and her condescending manner, 
her gratitude for the interest they had shown in Mr. 
Ickle's health, her pathetic account of his illness, cer- 
tainly did impress the populace. 

She and Bob showed themaeUe^ ^-^j^ty^'et^. 
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"Whenever they met "Willow Bank" or "Tulip 
Lodge," the "Villa" bowed and nodded so vehemently 
and boldly, that it was impossible for any one but a 
freshly imported savage not to answer to the salu- 
tation. 

" m stop their nonsense !" exclaimed Mrs. Ickle, 
after one of these smiling, affectionate recognitions. 
" If you have to fight a dozen duels. Bob, it shall be 
done." 

" If I what ?" cried the staggered Bob. " None 
of that, Stacy ! Easy, girl, easy !" 

"What, not for your sister's sake?" exclaimed 
Anastatia. 

" No ! not even for my own," replied Bob. " Tou 
are a good one." 

" At any rate, coward," answered the sister, with 
disdain, "you can send the challenge. That will 
frighten them, even if you have to save yourself by 
an apology in the morning." 

One day Anastatia met "Tulip Lodge" face to 
face in a narrow lane, and straightway she commenced 
the polite fencing. " How glad she was to be able to 
report Mr. Ickle out of danger. Why did not * Tulip 
Lodge' call and see him ? He was so fond of * Tulip 
Lodge,' and it would be such a treat for him." 

" And how is the German gentleman, is he quite 
well ?" inquired the enemy, fij'ing off an eighty-pounder 
charged to the muzzle with spite. 

" Quite well, thank you," replied Anastatia, with 
sublime effrontery. " He dined with Mr. Ickle yes- 
terday — they are old friends, you know. I must in- 
troduceyoix to him ; he is such an agreeable nobleman." 
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In dismay fled the routed foe, covering her retreat 
"with her parasol. The victorious Venus, though 
"wounded grievously, tried to look triumphant, but felt 
she was despised. She must wait until Dolly was 
well enough to help her through her quarrels. Bob 
was worse than useless — he smelt of tobacco. 

But dear Dolly was still very ill and desponding. 
His had been such a crushing, knock-down blow, that 
he seemed to prefer not risking another of the same 
sort. With pain Anastatia remarked that he did not 
seem to enjoy her society as he once did, and the sight 
of her brother was evidently highly disagreeable and 
objectionable. 

Now, she would have been but too glad to be 
at peace with him ; but his sullen manner repelled 
every advance. His usual replies to her tender re- 
marks, as to what she could do to please him, were 
either a " Thank you" or an " As you please.*' 

" Did you sleep well, darling Dolly ?" 

" Thank you." 

" "Would you like to get up, dearest P" 

'* As you please." 

" "Will my own have his beef tea ?" 

" Thank you." 

" With some toast, pet ?" 

" As you please." 

Poor little man, he was too tender of heart to re- 
ceive her attentions with incivility, though he was too 
sorely bruised — and, perhaps, too prudent — ^to en- 
courage her advances towards a reconciliation. 

He has told me that he never once referred to her 
cruel behaviour, or upbraided her for t\vdit\^!^^'<^ 
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conduct. " She was well aware she had done me a 
great and irreparable wrong," he said. " What use, 
then, was there for me to tell her what she already 
knew?" 

To this hour I am in doubt whether Dolly was an 
idiot or an angel. 

This coldness on Dolly's part often drove the 
noble Anastatia to seek consolation from the delicate- 
minded Bob. " He's as sulky as ever," she would 
complain to that cherished spirit : " won't even speak 
to me. Dear ! dear ! how altered he is." 

" Fd alter him," was Bob's wise reply ; " I'd cut 
him until he chose to be civil ; he'd soon come round 
when he wanted something." 

At length the time came when the doctor recom- 
mended that his patient should descend to the draw- 
ing-room for an hour or two every day. Poor boy ! 
how it tired him to make that short journey down- 
stairs. He had no idea he was so weak. His legs 
trembled with the weight of a body I could have car- 
ried under my arm as easily as an umbrella; and 
when he at last reached the sofa, he fell upon it and 
panted as if another step would have been his 
death. 

But he wouldn't allow Anastatia to assist him 
with her arm. She bit her lips with pique when he 
desired the footman should be called. She offered no 
objection though ; indeed, she had of late been rather 
careful of offending him, for she felt that his presence 
in the house was necessary for her own comfort ; and 
with a twenty-one years' lease of the villa, it was 
not convenient to be driven from the neighbourhoods 
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But she kept Bob constantly in the house, much to 
the injury of that talented rising dentist's hospital 
studies, as a sort of strong man in guard to see that 
Dolly did not escape from her again. 

" Why is that man still here ?" inquired Dolly one 
day. He couldn't even force himself to call Bob, 
sweet cherub as he was, by his real name. 

" What man, my own ?" inquired Anastatia, 
thinking his brain was wandering and he saw 
visions. 

" Your brother," answered Dolly. 

" He is on a visit to me, sweetest," replied Anas- 
tatia, with difficulty restraining her deep anguish at 
hearing so charming a youth as Bob called a 
" man." 

" I wish him to quit my house instantly," ordered 
DoUy. 

*• Considering he is my own near blood relation, 
Mr. Ickle," replied Stacy, with electrifying dignity, 
" I think you might speak less harshly. But he shall 
go, dear ! Anything to please you, my fondest !" 

Don't fancy DoUy was taken in with these afiect- 
ing terms of endearment. Not he ! He cared as 
little for the fondling expressions as the woman who 
uttered them. 

She, the moment after leaving her husband, had 
flown to Bob, and thus addressed him : " I say, Bob, 
dear ! he says you are to go directly ; but never mind 
him ; only keep out of sight, that's all !" 

When a wife speaks of her Imsbaud as a " he," and 
consorts with her brother to thwart hia commands 
and destroy his authority, I usually coxx&vdswi sJas^ 
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the lady has entirely overcome the love that once 
burned so briskly in her bosom, and I smell rats 
awfully. 

K Dolly had been a man of any strength of mind, 
I think he might at this period have seized upon the 
reins of power, and been for time evermore the mas- 
ter of his own house. But he hadn't perseverance 
and pluck enough to follow up an advantage. He 
preferred anything to quarrelling and scenes. 

He knew, as well as possible, that Bob still re- 
mained in the house, for he could smell the tobacco 
smoke; and he also perfectly well understood that 
the promising young bully was only retained in the 
establishment as a kind of custodian and watcher over 
himself. Yet, would you beKeve me, when that im- 
pudent youth made his appearance one day at the 
dinner-table, Dolly calmly permitted his presence, 
instead of ringing the bell and sending for a policeman 
to bundle him into the streets. 

This indecision cost him his throne and crown. 
Anastatia required an ally to assist her in rebellion, 
and that Bob was a first-rate conspirator. 

The first serious outbreak and renewal of hostili- 
ties occurred when Dolly — who was now out of the 
doctor's hands — one morning sent his footman off" at 
a moment's notice, for gross impertinence of the 
severest kickable kind. 

The stupid servantlost a goodplace entirely through 

the evil advice of Mr. Bob De Cade, who had been 

blackguard enough to make a companion of his sister's 

domestic. They tossed together for pence; they 

robbed the wine-ceUdC; and drank the proceeds over 
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their pipes in the pantry. Bob borrowed shillings 
from the plush pockets, and finally encouraged the 
inflated flunkey to treat his master with contempt and 
insolence. 

" Don't mind what the little fool says," was 
Bob's advice; "I'U back you up, and so shall 
Anastatia." 

To this day I firmly believe that it was at Bob's 
suggestion that the fellow, before leaving, tore up his 
plush breeches, and slit his drab regimentals in two, 
only such sacrilege is too hon^ible to dwell upon, and 
I'd rather not discuss the subject. 

Anastatia was highly incensed at Mr. Ickle daring 
to interfere with the servants ; but, smothering her 
rage, she set about looking for a successor to the gold 
hatband and the buttons with the crest. She was 
busy writing down some advertisements from the 
Times, when Dolly, who had been pumping up his 
courage, interrupted her labours. 

" Mrs. Ickle," he said (he never called her Anas- 
tatia now), " I will, if you please, attend to the 
hiring of our male domestics. I had rather. I have 
my reasons." 

Dear woman, she could scarcely believe her ears. 
" What did you say, Mr. Ickle ?" she asked. 

"I object, Mrs. Ickle, to any married woman 
meddling with a herd of men. It is indelicate," 
answered Dolly, without looking at her. 

But he was listening to hear what effect his speech 
would have. He expected a rumpus, and he hadn^t 
to wait long before he had it. " Indelicate ! Mr. 
Ickle, did I understand you to ^wj \k'!*»\^^^ 'g:&^ 
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of indelicacy ? Well ! it only wanted that. Re ! fie ! 
I'm shocked !" 

" Pray understand that all the men who call after 
the situation must be shown into my room, Mrs. Ickle," 
continued Dolly. 

" I don't know what the law of this land may be, 
Mr. Ickle," continued Anastatia with petrifying ma- 
jesty, " but if it permits a husband to call his wife a 
coarse, gross, indecent woman, I can't say much for it, 
and I shall be very much mistaken if it does, sir. 
The first judges in the land, sir, must settle this foot- 
man question. I shall not attempt it." 

*'That will do, Mrs. Ickle," said Dolly, calmly. 
*' In my own house, allow me to be my own judge of 
what is right and proper." 

"You shall repent this, sir," raved madam. "You 
have dared to charge me with grossly misbehaving 
myself amidst a herd of men ; your own words, sir — 
a herd of men. I shall appeal to the courts of justice 
to have you properly punished. A pretty idea, cer- 
tainly ! Because I was foolish enough to many one 
stupid man, I mustn't even open my lips to another of 
your disgusting sex. "We are not living in Turkey, 
Mr. Ickle !— not in Turkey, sir ! "We are not slaves 
here, thank God, sir ! A.m I to talk to the butcher, 
the baker, and the milkman, pray p Is that indelicate, 
Mr. Ickle ?" 

"I do not wish to argue the point, Mrs. Ickle,'* 
replied Dolly ; " you have heard'what I had to say, 
and that is enough." 

He mij^ht have considered it enough and plenty, 
i^Up pot BO tho offended lady. At dinner that day sho 
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and Bob rigged Dolly to death about his sensitive 
notions of delicacy. 

" If it wasn't indelicate, Bob," said Mrs. Ickle, 

with tremendous emphasis, " I'd take another potato." 

" Will you have the indelicacy, Bob, to pour me 

out a glass of sherry ?" she observed at a later period 

of the meal. 

" How can you be so highly indelicate, Bob, as to 
talk of the medical profession before a lady — don't 
you know they are a nasty herd of men?" was 
another of her sarcastic remarks. 

But Dolly eat his quantum in silence, and never 
even gave signs of being displeased. He had tutored 
himself to sit at table and occupy his time with his 
own thoughts, without troubling himself about the 
conversation around him. It was usually abusive, and 
he preferred not hearing it. 

Just then he was thinking to himself how delight- 
ful it would be to travel en gar^on through Switzer- 
land, and be at liberty, and gently treated. 

The war had been rekindled, and, little by little, 
it blazed up with deadly vigour. Assisted by Bob, 
Mrs. Ickle could do great and savage execution. Her 
plan was to talk at her husband. 

" Ah, my dear Eobert,'^he would say, " whatever 
you do, never be a brute to your poor wife. It is so 
mean, so despicable. I have the greatest contempt 
for a low, coarse, vulgar husband. Never do it, dear 
Bob, or you'll be pointed at by all the world as the 
most disgusting worm on the earth's surface." 

On one occasion she remarked, " Do you remem- 
ber, Bob, young Mr. Gurdie— the k^xi^^Qrai^ ^^^sfi^s^ 
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gentleman with the expressive nostrils — ^who was so 
like the lithograph of the Indian prince, and so fond 
of me ? — ^you know, the celebrated organ builder, of 
the firm of Hurdy, Gurdie, and Company ? Dear me, 
what an amiable, dear man he was !" 

" Well ?" said Bob, knowing she was going to 
have a thrust at Dolly, and only too glad to play his 
part. 

"I never told you, did I, that he proposed to 
me ? He was too late, poor fellow — ^I was engaged. 
Heigho ! Such a fine tall fellow. I should havQ 
liked you to see how he tore his hair when I told him 
the fatal news — such beautiful curly hair ! — I've got 
a lock of it somewhere up-stairs ; I'll show it to you, 
if you remind me !" 

That was a hard thrust, but Dolly stood it without 
even shuffling in his chair. 

A favourite device of hers was to pull out a letter, 
supposed to have been recently received from dear 
mamma at home, and invent the most insulting pas- 
sages reflecting on Mr. Ickle's behaviour. 

"Vye had such a kind, affectionate letter from 
dear mamma, Bob," wn3 her usual commencement; 
" full of such good advice, and so beautifully worded ! 
I'll read some of it to yoiflp Listen to this, dear, it is 
so very refreshing : — * I know, my darling Anastatia^ 
that you are suffering body and soul under the brutal 
treatment of your base husband. My sweet girl, you 
merited a better fate. He seems to be a very bad 
man. Passionate, rude, vulgar, mean, and cowardly, 
I do not envy you your lot. I only wonder you do 
not leave him. If you were not gentle, forgiving, 
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loving, noble, and devoted to the Church of England, 
you would long since have quitted the monster.' Isn't 
that consoling, dear Bob ? I felt quite strengthened 
after reading it. Darling mamma expresses herself so 
ably when her soul is up." Then she would kiss the 
imaginary letter, and place it in her bosom. 

All this, as you may probably imagine, is very dif- 
ficult for any man, however lamb-like, to bear without 
ofFering even an observation in opposition. But Dolly 
knew perfectly weU that the only object of these in- 
sults was to raise his anger, and force him into quar- 
relling : and he had magnanimity enough to foil their 
endeavours by remaining an unmoved listener. Had 
he done otherwise, he would have been assisting them 
in their dirty work. 

But his home grew intolerably wearisome — it 
seemed as if there was no peace nor rest for him under 
his roof. Whilst he sat, thoughtful and downcast, in 
his room, he could hear his wife and that paragon, 
Bob, laughing and hallooing over the house — ^probably 
with the view of impressing him with the perfectly 
jolly condition of their feelings. 

Yet, oppressive as he felt his in-doors to be, he 
was frightened to venture out, lest there should be a 
scene between him and fcis fashionable jailer, that 
fascinating young cub. Bob — and, being delicate and 
sensitive, he disliked " scenes." 

Many a miserable day did he spend lying motion- 
less in his arm-chair — so motionless that when ho 
awoke from his reverie, and tried to rise, his limbs 
were cramped and numbed. And what do you think 
his thoughts were about all this time ? H.^ ^%s^ 
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scolding himself — repenting, with a half-beating heart, 
with a throbbing brain, with fixed eyes that were 
looking at nothing, over the folly of his marriage. 
How happy he might have been — how sweetly the 
days might have fled, if the wife he had chosen had 
responded to his affection, and endeavoured to make 
much of life ! 

He had money in plenty — ^there was everything 
about him that is considered the stock in trade of en- 
joyment, but he hadn't laughed from his heart for 
months — the heart felt wrinkled and old. Better be 
a hard-working mechanic, with his twenty shillings 
on Sunday, and coat in pawn by Priday — they, at 
least, seemed to live their lives contentedly. 

He had seen them — ^these roughly used men, these 
cart-horses of trade, these flesh and blood and breath 
engines — ^he had seen them, on their holidays, with 
more pleasure and contentment in their souls for 
that one day, than he should probably know in all his 
earthly future. There was father with the baby, 
mother with the children, sharing the treat together — 
a jug of ale and a few biscuits for their feast, — ^wife 
and husband together! Glad to be side by side! 
Together by choice, because there was a treat to be 
shared — ^because, in their rough, honest manner, they 
loved. 

Oh ! if his wife would only be as good a friend to 
him as the mechanic's helpmate ! — or even if he could 
buy happiness I That was folly. He had tried it — 
he had paid Anastatia half his fortune to sell him a 
little affection, and he had been cheated. Ah ! he had 
made a mistake — a great mistake ! one that would 
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last him to his death-bed ! — and he must bear with 
it ; there was no escape. He was, by law, doomed, 
and grumbling but made his lot harder to bear. 
Perhaps bj and by his nature would get horned with 
the rough usage, as bands do with hard work, and 
then he shouldn't feel the blistering pain so cruelly. 

One day, as — tired of reading — ^he stood at his 
window, staring at the shrubs in front, which com- 
pletely blocked out a view of the road, listening for 
a change to the rattle of the passing vehicles, and 
amusing himself, for a treat, by distinguishing the 
sound of four wheels from that of two, he saw Anas- 
tatia, escorted by the elegant Bob, walk down the 
gravel path, going out for a walk. He was tired of 
watching the shrubs ; he had seen the delicate shoot 
on the half-dead laurel grow into a strong, promising 
branch ; and that over, he felt as if he had settled a 
child in life, and cared nothing for the other bushes. 
"Why not take advantage of the absence of his tor- 
mentors to venture abroad ? He put on his hat and 
stepped forth to view life. 

He hadn't gone ten paces before he met Fred 
Finshead, and presently up came Gus Grub, and all 
three of the little men walked together as grand and 
consequential as Norfolk giants. To be candid, Dolly 
was but too glad to have their protection in case she 
conld spy him out. 

His friends — which made it very agreeable — sym- 
pathized with him, inquired after his illness, wished 
him health for the future, and were as kind as if they 
had all been schoolfellows. Dolly revived, and felt 
healthier. 
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When, about six o'clock, Pinshead insisted that 
Ickle should dine with him at his mother's, and would 
listen to no refusal, Dolly, though excessively nervous, 
thought such a chance of enjoying himself might never 
occur again, and accepted the offer. 

The alarm of Anastatia, when, on returning home, 
she found her husband absent, was so sincere, that 
she threatened if ever she did catch hold of him again, 
she would lock him up, and keep the key herself. 

" The sly little viper I" she exclaimed to Bob, " to 
sneak off when everybody thought he was too weak to 
put one foot before another. Oh ! I'll pay him out 
for this." 

Sub-constable Bob was sent off with ten shillings 
to assist him in scouring the neighbourhood and re- 
capturing the fugii^ive. 

The brave youth, with the rapidity of thought 
singular to high genius, instantly framed his plans. 
He would hide himself in the nearest tavern, and 
watch through* the window until the culprit passed. 
That was a first-rate idea ! 

Ten o'clock came, and yet no Bob, and, what was 
worse, no Dolly. The first inquiry Anastatia had 
made was whether Mr. Ickle had taken a carpet hag 
with him. No one had even seen him leave the 
house. 

Her only hope was in the vigilance of her dear 
brother, who, by a singular chance, was at that very 
moment playing his fifth game of bagatelle with the 
family greengrocer, a cobbler who worked for the ser- 
vants, and the cheesemonger's apprentice, for three- 
pence each, the winner to pay for ale ; thus adding 
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to the popularity of the Ickle establishment, and 
getting his drink for nothing, for he was a dab with 
the cue. 

"Without troubliug himself about the after conse- 
quences of his bold steps, Dolly, with a cigar in his 
mouth, was sauntering home happy from a good 
dinner and kind treatment, vowing to himself that 
for the future he would trust more to out-door amusen 
jnent, and so counteract the effects of in- door misery. 

He knocked loudly at his street-door, and when 
it was opened by the' auxious Anastatia, he was 
whistling a mild little shrill nothing, half-way between 
a draught through a keyhole and the attempt of a 
brancher goldfinch early in the morning. He was in 
good spirits. 

Anastatia, who was expecting nobody but Bob, 
cried out the moment she caught sight of a hat, 
" Have you got him, dear ?" Another instant, and 
Dolly was wiping his boots on the mat. But he un- 
derstood the true meaning of the speech, and smiled. 

Directly she recognized Dolly, she commenced her 
sermon : " I trust, Mr. Ickle, you do not intend to 
keep the house up in this manner night after night. 
GUie servants have something else to do besides sitting 
up till morning to let you in. How do you think 
they are to get through their work unless they get to 
bed in proper time ?'* 

Instead of replying, Dolly looked at his watch, 
and seeing it still wanted a quarter to eleven, he con» 
flidered that no explanation was needed. " Eliza, bring 
me my candlestick," he called to the maid. 

The boldness of this behaviour startled «x^^ ^'croe- 
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fused Anastatia. She was completelj beaten back. 
I had always told Dolly he did not drink enough wine. 
Bottle pluck is better than no pluck at all. 

" For the future, Mr. Ickle," continued Anastatia, 
" when you feel inclined for a walk, perhaps you will 
have the decency to ask your wife to, accompany you. 
The novelty of the proceeding might render it agi^ee- 
able." 

Understand perfectly that it was not her hus- 
band's agreeable society that Anastatia so much 
wished, it was merely that she* might be certain of his 
safe custody. Dolly marched up-stairs without deign- 
ing to reply. As they occupied separate rooms, the 
discussion was not continued that night. Dolly slept 
soundly. 

The first thing Mrs. Ickle did when her husband 
had entered his room was, to secure his hat, which 
she carefully locked up in the linen closet. " We'll 
soon see who is who," she said, as she double turned 
the lock. 

The dear neighbours, who took as much interest 
in Dolly's doings as if they all held policies on his 
life, no sooner heard that he had been a guest at the 
Pinsheads', than they became very anxious to be 
honoured by his company to a quiet family dinner — 
no fuss — ^break up at ten, you know. They said it 
would do the poor man good; and although they 
never even hinted to one another that it would cut 
the proud Anastatia to the quick to find her husband 
invited out, and herself ignored, yet, I imagine that 
must have been their principal object in sending the 
^in^le invitation, and what they all of them desired. 
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Ah ! they little knew or appreciated the strong, 
determined character of the finest girl. The idea of 
trying to trample her under foot! They might as 
well try to trample down a spring mattress. Her 
soul was all elasticity; she was hrass, and became 
tough and plastic with l}lows. As she descended to 
prepare breakfast, Mrs. Ickle perceived two letters on 
the hall table, both in ladies' writing, and addressed 
to her husband. Without the slightest hesitation 
she opened both. Her promptitude of action was 
quite Napoleonic. 

In the first letter, " Willow Bank requested the 
honour;" in the second, "Tulip Lodge would feel 
delighted." The heroic wife knit her classic brows, 
and placed the invites in her pockets. 

" Oh ! Oh !" she muttered to herself, " they are 
trying to fight me on that side, are they! Simpletons, 
they must take me for a child !" 

When John brought in the toast and urn, she 
requested him for the future to let her see all letters 
that arrived, before Mr. Ickle had a chance of reading 
the addresses. He, the footman, v^rould be good 
enough to communicate his mistress's orders to th^ 
maids. That would do — he could go. 

Before twelve o'clock she had selected her sharpest 
steel pen, and written stabbing answers to Dolly's in- 
vitations. They were sent off by special messenger — • 
John in his best livery. 

The defeated ladies, when they compared notes, 
were surprised to find that one reply was an exact 
copy of the other. "I knew she wouldn't let him 
come," cried one lady ; " I am begiuimx^ t^ \Rk^^ "^^ 
ticnce with the little fool" cxdovm^SL \)Wi ofOcv^'t* 
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"My dear Mrs. "Willow Bank," Anastatia had 
written, " How can I sufBciently thank you for your 
excessive kindness to my dear husband. I sincerely 
wish you could prevail upon him to accept your in- 
vitation. I am certain it would do him good. Indeed, 
I am very rmich alarmed on his account, and feel con- 
vinced that a little gentle excitement would have the 
happiest results. But I cannot rouse him — he will go 
nowhere without me. It is at his request that I write 
to deline your very friendly invitation. K I had any 
influence over him, he should not have disappointed 
you. But his health is so very delicate. Even dear Mrs. 
Pinshead's attempt to amuse him has brought on so 
severe an attack of prostration, that I shall be very 
anxious for the next few days, until I have nursed hi?n 
through the danger. It will be day and niyht work, 
but the cheering liope of seeing Mr. Ickle restored to 
health will support me in my trials. Believe me, with 
many thanks, gratefully yours, Anastatia. Icexe. 
N.B. Have you been from home ? How is it I never 
see you ?" 

"What can you do with such a woman ?" inquired 
" WiUow Bank" of " Tiilip Lodge." 

" Do with her !" responded " Tulip Lodge;" ''don't 
ask me, my love !" 

" She'll never rest easy until she has thrust him 
into his grave !" cried " Willow Bank." 

" Serve him right," replied the disgusted " Tulip 
Lodge." 

Unfortunate Dolly ! even " Tulip Lodge" had de- 
serted him. 
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CHAPTER X. 

f 

A STOEM IK A HAT. 

Little dreaming of the cat and dog tragedy that was 
being performed with such slight success at the Villa, 
Twickenham, I was, like a good young manj studying 
earnestly at my profession, dreaming of the good time 
to come, when I should ride in my own brougham; 
look through gold spectacles, and have guineas slipped 
into my hand on the sly, as if it was the most indeli- 
cate and brazen-faced thing in the world to think of 
paying a doctor for his services, and utterly absurd to 
imagine we black-dosers worked for vulgar money, 
like other labourers in the vineyard. 

My father had died about six months since, and 
had been good enough to leave behind him a pretty 
estate, out of which I inherited a neat independence 
of one hundred and thirty pounds per annum, which, 
considering I had borrowed five shillings the very 
morning the news arrived, was uncommonly acceptable. 
So I was decidedly well to do, and undeniably 
comfortable. 

My garret was exchanged for a genteel second- 
floor in a fashionable back stlreet, where I could — and 
did — entertain my numerous circle of friends to elegant 
soirees fwnantes et grogantes* 
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Indeed I was happy — so happy, that all my time 
was taken "up in contemplating my own prosperity, 
and — shame to me for my selfishness ! — I remem- 
bered Dolly Ickle as a man I had once known, but 
had not seen for years. I held a kind of selfish creed, 
inculcated perhaps by my medical education, that my 
society and services were never required unless people 
were in trouble, and, hearing nothing from Dolly, I 
concluded that he was reconciled to his Anastatia, and 
doing prosperously. 

Perhaps he, unfortunate little fish, was wondering 
all this time why I had deserted him — I, the only 
friend he knew intimately enough to trust with the 
jliarrowing details of his serious home rows — the only 
man whose advice had ever been of the slightest ser- 
vice, when all his own stupid resources had been 
exhausted. 

Poor Dolly ! it was not to avoid him that I kept 
away from Twickenham ; but, really and truly, that 
finest girl's method of receiving her husband's inti- 
mates was more than I could stand. Her insulting 
deportment — the cool cowardice with which she took 
advantage of her gender to say the most impertinent 
things, and do the most outrageous rudenesses, such 
as no man with any respect for the form of his nose 
would dare to be guilty of, estranged all her husband's 
friends, and obliged them, with three groans, to give 
up Dolly. 

If he had been blessed with courage enough to 
defend his friends, or even to interpose between her 
fiery insolence and his visitors' bashtulness, ho might 
have won our pity and good- will ; but the nen'ous 
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donkey, rather than risk a single combat with his 
Anastatia, preferred siding with her in her monstrous 
misbehaviour, and the consequences were both de- 
grading and painful to the unfortunate wretches who 
had the honour of his acquaintance. 

The last time I had called to see him — long before 
the grand blow-up — she had literally turned me out 
of the house. After a delightful walk on the banks 
of the Thames, which had made me so hungry that 
bread and cheese became musical words in mine ear, 
I being as good-tempered as a sleeping babe, and un- 
commonly chirpy, had called at the Villa, resolved to 
stay dinner if the smallest suggestion was made about 
the pleasure of my company ; but scarcely had I set 
foot in the house, when the finest girl, before even my 
dusty boots had crossed one yard of her oil-cloth, 
frowned at me, and hoped I had not come with the 
intention of dining, for there was nothing in the house, 
and the servants were too busy to attend to a pack of 
visitors, who seemed to look upon her house as if it 
were an hotel. 

I stared at Dolly, pained to the quick by the un- 
gracious reception, and too crest-fallen to think of a 
witty rejoinder ; but the little coward, instead of pro- 
tecting his firiend, actually sided with his vixen of a 
wife, saying — " Perhaps you had better go. Jack, she's 
not very well to day.** 

I turned on my heel, not a word did I utter until 
standing in the front garden, and, battering a tiger- 
lily to pieces, I resolved, in piercing language, which 
I need not repeat, that never again would I cross 
the threshold of that detested Yiilst-, ^a'i.^MTsJs^'^^ 
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night of the famous evening party, I kept my vow. 
Then I only went to serve him. 

A man in the happiest state of mind is sweetly 
wondering what his friend will give him for dinner, 
when, instead of his cut at the joint, he is served with 
intended rudeness ! Let that man mark down in his 
chart rocks and breakers, and for the future steer 
clear of such inhospitable shores. 

Poor victimized Dolly ! never had he more needed 
encouragement and advice than at the very time I 
left him to his fate. Without a friend to help him, 
or a hat to put on, he could bnly look up to heaven 
and implore its protection. 

He had come down in the morning much pleased 
with himself for his over-night success, and enchanted 
with his new determination of absenting himself from 
the Villa as much as possible. After a breakfast, 
which he enjoyed, he rang the bell, and ordered the 
servant to bring him his hat and gloves. 

Of course the hat could not be found. " Ask your 
mistress for it," said Dolly, who pretty well under- 
stood that Anastatia was mixed up with the singular 
disappearance. Instead of sending back any message, 
Mrs. Ickle, the bold, appeared in person to answer 
such questions as he might think fit to &vour her 
with. 

" I believe you know where my hat is— I re- 
quire it," said Dolly, struggling to be dignified and 
freezing. 

" In the afternoon, when we go out together, 
you shall have it, not before then," replied Mrs, 
Ickle* 
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Dolly instantly rang the bell, and ordered the 
servant to run to the nearest hatter*s and order six 
new hats to be sent to him instantly. 

" Do nothing of the kind, James," counter-ordered 
Mrs. Ickle. 

Furious at this direct subversion of his authority, 
Dolly, crimson with rage, roared out, " Do as I tell 
you, sir, or I discharge you instantly.'* 

" Never mind what your master says," retorted 
Anastatia; ** obey me. You can leave the room." 
It being evident that Mrs. Ickle was the stronger of 
the two, the man obeyed her. 

Determined not to be thwarted, Dolly endeavoured 
to rush £rom the room and fetch the hats himself; but 
Mrs. Ickle placed her back against the door and 
opposed his egress. Her crinoline spread out to an 
enormous extent. As he couldn't jump through the 
wall like a harlequin, he checked his fury. 

The most aggravating thing was, he could hear the 
Bub-ruffian Bob cough in the passage as a signal he 
was at hand in case his services were required. It 
being utterly hopeless to gain the slightest advantage, 
even if he tried violence, Dolly retired within the 
stronghold of virtuous indignation, and tried to con- 
quer his wife as they do wild beasts, by the expression 
of the eye. 

In all his quarrels with his wife, Dolly's especial 
boast was that he behaved to her with the greatest 
delicacy and consideration. He never allowed his 
passion to conquer his good sense. Instead of having 
recourse to wicked words and violent gesticulations, 
as I am horrified to hear is the ^j^xtift^io^ nnS!^ i&jsssi 
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husbands, he was careful in the selection of his 
. words, and uncommonly choice in his actions. 

There is no proof that he felt less acutely the 
wickedness of his wife's rebellion because he deported 
himself so mildly. His bosom, as ours would have 
done, rose and fell with the storm of excitement ; he 
Bpoke like one who had been running fast, and his 
eyes sparkled with a phosphorescent brilliance ; but, 
in his wildest moments, when he felt .as if it would 
do him good to bite a^at-iron in two, his reproaches 
were as proper as extracts from sermons. 

I fancy a big, coarse groom, well versed in the 
trite phraseology of the stable-yard, would have stood 
a better chance with a woman of such undaunted 
courage as the graceful Anastatia. 

" Madam !" exclaimed Dolly, working his lips 
somewhat as if eating, yet majestic and reserved as a 
police magistrate, " this culminatiug insult decides 
our future. From this moment I withdraw from you 
the love which until now, despite your selfishness and 
inconsiderate behaviour, I have never ceased to feel 
for the woman I made my wife." 

The sarcastic Anastatia opened her eyes and 
sneered. " Bless me, how terrible ! Ha ! ha ! I am 
afraid it will not be the death of me !'' she answered. 
"Without noticing this coarse interruption, Dolly 
continued — " My name I cannot deprive you of, nor 
the affluence it brings you ; but neither of them will 
add either to your dignity or comfort. That is the 
only punishment I wish you. I confess I have erred ' 
in placing my happiness in your hands. I renounce 
jpvo. Would to Q-od we had never met !*' 
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Decided and terrible as this language was, it did 
not have much e£fect upon the finest girl ; yet Dolly 
spoke with an earnestness and solemnity that left 
little hope for a reconciliation. 

But the gifted Anastatia was made of tough mate- 
rials, and was brave. She tossed her head contemp- 
tuously, as if trying to jerk the sound of Dolly's 
words out of her ears. ** Tou renounce me — ^rou !" 
she cried. *' Oh ! you contemptible little fudge ! you 
impertinent little quibble ! You dare to tell me to 
my very face that i/ou renounce me ! Very well, my 
fine gentleman, you shall renounce me to some effect ! 
I shall just lock you up for three days, and see if that 
will restore you to reason." 

Incredible as it may appear to married ladies, this 
extraordinary woman did actually, after bouncing from 
the room, turn the key in the lock, and positiyely im- 
prison her dear little husband. 

There! it was all over. He had often said so 
before, but now he meant it! Kneeling and weeping 
was of no use now. The romance was ended. Out- 
rage could not exceed this last offence, even if she 
should raise her hand to strike him. 

He emptied his heart of all kindliness towards 
her — capsized it like a pail. It was an empty heart 
— a heart to let — a miserable, unfurnished, dilapidated 
heart, sadly abused and knocked to pieces by the last 
tenant. 

Whilst Bob and Anastatia were rubbing their 
hands in glee over the cleverness of the exploit — 
whilst she was crying, " I'll give it the little monster !" 
and he was complimenting her by ^vj^x^^ ^^X^mII^k^ 
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one of the right sort, Stacy " — whilst she was explain- 
ing to him the great advantage of having the rogue in 
their power, so safely locked up, and ready at any 
time to be brought out and abused — ^what was Dolly 
doing P 

I'll tell you. He seized the poker — a heavy poker, 
which he could only raise with both hands, for his 
wrists were as weak as his ankles. In the midst of 
their glorification, they hear a tremendous noise of 
breaking glass — just such a crash as if a Pickford^s 
van had driven into a linen-draper's shop-window. 

Whilst they are staring aghast, and wondering 
what the noise is about, and asking one another what 
on earth can be the matter, Dolly is pounding away 
with his poker, and has knocked the window, sash and 
glass, to a thousand pieces. Then, looking more like 
a madman than my meek Dolly, he steps through the 
hole, and walks calmly, with his bare head and bleed- 
ing hands, towards the road, handling the poker after 
the manner of a fashionable cane. 

He is seen by Bob and the affrighted Anastatia, 
and in less than no time rapidly pursued. But the 
chase is not a long one, for by the time Dolly has 
reached the entrance-gates, he leans against the post, 
and gazes around him, whilst the cautious Bob, keep- 
ing his eye on the poker, stands a few yards off. 

" I say, Ickle," cries Bob, " what's all this about, 
old fellow ?" Instead of replying, Dolly runs his eye 
up and down his brother-in-law, beginning at the 
seedy boots, and ending at his untidy head of hair, as 
if he was measuring his height and weight before 
buying him, and then turns tovind tugain to gaze up 
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and down the road in a very iinconcemed, repulsive 
style. 

There is vast contempt for the entire De Cade 
family in that look, and Bob feels it acutely, and 
seems humbled. He returns to his sister, who is 
ringing her hands on the front door-step, and reports 
his no progress. 

Is he to seize Dolly, and pull him into the house P 
Oh yes, please do ! Confound the poker ! if it wasn't 
for that ! 

Anastatia, feeling that force is useless, resolves to 
try what fascination can do. She advances to a fine 
thick holly-bush, and, hiding behind its prickly leaves, 
addresses Dolly through the branches. She had a 
presentiment that if she advanced closer to him, or he 
caught sight of her, he would bolt. 

What a terrible position for a lady of Mrs. Ickle*8 
pretensions to be placed in. Should any one pass, 
what would become of her ! Ten to one if the excited 
Dolly did not openly state his case, and, showing his 
bleeding hands, verify his statement with his red 
wounds. Dear ! dear ! what would it end in ! and he 
hating her, too ! and beyond coaxing. 

"Dolly, Dolly," she whispered in his direction 
through the branches, " answer me, dear ! Only one 
word. I didn't mean to do it — indeed I didn't. If 
you'll forgive me this once, I'll never quarrel with you 
again. Do answer me !" 

The only reply she obtains is, '* Woman, bring me 
my hat." 

" Oh, with pleasure— instantly !" and in-doors she 
runs to get it, and in two minuter Bcfe \i'»sA%^is»\»^N5^ 
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owner, who places it on his head, and, looking a 
little more respectable, gazes up and down the road 
fiercely. 

" "Won't you forgive me, Dolly P" pleads Anaa- 
tatia ; " I'll go down on my knees if you will. You 
shall do just as you like — go out and stay out 
as you please. Keally I mean it — it's true — I swear 
it !" 

A carriage is approaching, and the finest girl 
crouches under the holly and writhes in fear. She 
watches Dolly with an anxiety that hurries on the 
wrinkles and must check the growth of her hair. 

Thank goodness it is only the omnibus, but full 
inside and out — her luck, of course. To her great 
joy she observes that Dolly conceals the poker and hia 
red hands behind his back. That show^s he doesn't 
wish to expose her, and exhibit himself as an injured 
husband. There is comfort in that. She can breathe 
again, and her hair continues to grow. 

" Try me once more, Dolly," cries Anastatia, be- 
ginning to weep. "I have, I know, been a wicked 
girl, and unkind to my Dolly ; but I will be good now 
— I will indeed, Dolly. Oh, do forgive me ! Will you 
go out now ? Do if you like, and dine out, and I'll 
stay up for you — ^no matter how late — anything if 
you'll forgive me this once." 

"Who could resist such sweet entreaties, spoken in 
the finest girl's rich soprano voice, creamy and soft ? 
He felt his rage settling down like weak froth. 

To keep up his pluck, he called out very angrily, 
" Never !" and turned his back to the holly-tree. 
But the mere fact of his answering her waa satis- 
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factory. The correspondence had begun— they were 
only haggling over terms. 

" I was only in fun, Dolly," she said, still sobbing, 
' I should have opened the door in a few minutes. I 
did it to frighten you. I thought you were going out 
to call on some ladies, and I was jealous." 

She knew that would please him, and it did. '^ I 
fancy you don't love me now. I thiijk you like some- 
body else better than me, and it makes me very miser- 
able and wild. I don't know what to do with myself 
sometimes. Do forgive me this time, dear, and I'll be 
such a good girl ! I will indeed — I swear it ! — there, 
now will you believe me ? Quick ! there is a carriage 
coming," she added, as the sound of approaching 
wheels caught her ear. 

That plea of jealousy was a stroke of genius. It 
was, I do believe, about the only thing that would 
have influenced Dolly. He pricked up his ears as she 
uttered the word. A new light broke upon him. He 
fancied he could explain away his Anastatia's extra- 
ordinary behaviour of late, for, it is well known, that 
women when jealous are capable of anything. Just 
her case. Poor thing ! 

He rather liked, too, to be suspected of incon- 
stancy. It showed she believed in his powers of 
fascination, at the very time, too, when he was break- 
ing his heart with the notion that she disdained him. 
Tes, he would try her once more. Poor jealous 
thing I He had read her a wholesome lesson, at the 
cost of a few panes of glass and a cut finger or two, 
and he would see what effect the schooling had. 

"This time I consent to forgive T^^^ ^^ ^^ta^^^^^A 
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be passed the holly-tree, walking with his head very 
high up, and frowning like a schoolmaster ; " but if 
ever you forget yourself again, Anastatia, we J)art for 
ever ! Don't mistake me ! I mean it !" 

She followed him meekly, and really felt more 
respect— or fear, or whatever you like to call it — for 
the little fellow who had conquered her, than she had 
known since the day he signed the marriage-settle- 
ment. 

To convince him of the sincerity of her repent- 
ance, she asked Dolly when he entered the bouse, 
** Shall I call up the servant, dear, and tell him to go 
for the six hats ? I will, if you like." 

That did touch him — almost brought tears to bii 
eyes. " No, Anastatia," he replied, " I have no desire 
to see my wife humiliate herself before her servants, 
merely to gratify my petty pride. Your offer gives 
me more pleasure than the exhibition of my power 
before a domestic could afford me." 

A little kindness is a dangerous thing ; it disarms 
you, and when the fighting recommences, you wonder 
where you left your weapons. 

Had that absurd but handsome creature picked 
up wisdom from her last trouble, she might have 
learnt what a blessed thing it is to live in love and 
peace. 

She dressed his wounded hand, and he kissed her 
forehead in gratitude. She spoke kindly as thoy dined 
together, and at each pleasant speech affection for her 
drained back into his heart. 

Por nearly a week he was entirely happy. "When 
she suggested that Bob BhouLd be aent to the right- 
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about, he, stupid little man, determined to be gene- 
rous, and not only opposed the departure, but actually 
lent the disgusting youth five pounds. Because every 
morning she inquired whether he would dine out, he 
with eagerness answered that he preferred the society 
of his Anastatia. 

But with such a mad creature as Anastatia, what 
dependence can be placed on how the day will pass P 
I believe she was better than I have made her out to 
be. I confess it*-I don't like her, and perhaps I judge 
harshly. 

Such an impulsive, hot*headed woman, required a 
strong, determined, cool-brained man, seven feet high, 
forty-five inches round the chest, with an arm like a 
crowbar, and a fist like a boxing-glove, to awe her 
into respectful behaviour. She did not believe much 
in mind and heart. 

What power could a little hop-o*-my.thumb fellow 
like dear Dolly have over the superb giantess ? He 
had commenced by throwing away his greatest power 
— his wealth. As for caring about his love, that was 
stuff ! — ^it was his duty to love her. Thousands would be 
but too happy to love her. Then where was the merit P 

I always considered Anastatia would have made a 
capital landlady for a soldier's beer-shop — a fine, 
handsome creature, who could receive the adoration 
of the entire regiment, taking them five at a time, 
right down from sergeant to drummer-boy, without 
losing her heart or giving one penny of doubtful 
credit. They are the kind of women that rule the 
house, especially when they happen to marry such a 
kind little foul as Dolly, 
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CHAPTEE XI. 

KISSES AND CTJirS. 

I ALWAYS feel depressed after abusing a lady. 

Believe me or not, as you like, but nothing would 
afford me greater delight than to eulogize the charac- 
ter of the entrancing Anastatia, and publish her as 
a model wife for little sixteens to study, and ripe 
twenties to imitate. But it cannot be done. 

Positively, after some of my savage onslaughts 
against that excruciatingly fine girl, my head has 
ached worse than if I had breakfasted on hot arrack 
punch, instead of my usual "best-mixed for family 
use." 

There are some ladies who never can be moderate 
in their feelings — ^who will not use graduated vials of 
wrath, or mete out their happiness in anything but a 
bushel measure. I do not like them as constant 
companions. I prefer a woman with seven and a-half 
octaves of well-toned emotions, instead of your big- 
drum creatures with only the two extremes to play 
upon. 

I am not certain, but I strongly suspect, the ado- 
rable Anastatia had a few drops of Asiatic, Italian, 
Spanish, or Irish blood in her veins. Old De Cade 
pere bad a noBe, that, as au. im^^axtial iudge, I should 
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say had originallj been modelled in Judea, and thence 
emigrated to Europe. Son Bob was lazy, and dearly 
loved onions, debt, smoking, and pitch-penny, which 
inclined me to consider him of Spanish origin. On 
the other hand, Anastatia, in everything but her 
voice, was the picture of an Italian woman who had 
not had her fair allowance of sunshine ; whilst "Mrs. 
De Cade's appetite for potatoes was so overpowering, 
that she shed tears when the disease first attacked the 
floury root ; indeed, to see her polishing off the vege- 
table dish, was as good as a photograph of Dublin. 

Now all these bloods are very powerful, and, like 
extract of almonds, a drop goes a long way in giving 
a flavour. 

I am of opinion that the finest girl had been over- 
flavoured. She was never contented unless she was 
at the extreme stretch of her emotional tether. The 
scales of her balance were love and hatred, and as one 
went down the other came up. It was her peculiar 
disposition to be either in a state of raving enmity or 
grovelling in the lowest depths of unnecessary devo- 
tion. Hence it was difficult to know when and where 
to take her. 

Tou doubted her affection, and were always expect- 
ing her violence. "When she flung her arms round her 
husband's neck, his first impulse was to defend him- 
self, suspecting a savage attack ; when she burst into 
his room intent on a scene, he not unfrequently 
greeted her with a smile, fancying that he was .in- 
debted for the visit to a sudden and ungovernable fit 
of love. With such ladies as the nobly-built Anastatia, 
it not unfrequently happens that ten wdco^^ ^^usti 
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embracing their husband with the utmost fondness on 
one cheek, thej administer to the other a vigorous 
resonant slap. 

Por one entire week the altered Anastatia gushed 
and overflowed with love. Ear from attempting to 
modulate her affection, she turned on all the taps of 
her passionate nature, and deluged her little man with 
fondness, in which he, sweet little duckling, sported 
and enjoyed himself, though he felt with alarm that 
no mortal cistern could long continue such a boun- 
teous supply. 

Had his opinion been consulted, he would have 
wished his impulsive wife to take example from the 
careful schoolmistress, who, when a little boy has a 
cake sent him, deals it out slice by slice, and makes it 
last to the longest. Dolly's cake — so full of plums, 
so nobly compounded, so rich, so large — ^would have 
been a continual feast for an entire year, but that 
Anastatia was such a girl for thick pieces. 

"While it lasted it was, oh ! so delicious. It pulled 
back all his old love, and made an immense quantity 
of new, stufling his heart so full it was nearly burst- 
ing with joy. 

He was gluttonous, and wanted to have as much 
as he could whilst the love fit continued, feasting his 
eyes on her charms, devouring her with his looks. He 
especially liked to touch her, somewhat as we pat a 
dog, " pawing " her, as it is called. If she left the 
room, he was uneasy until she returned, listening for 
his mistress like a devoted spaniel ; indeed, the sound 
of a footstep overhead set him wondering if it was his 
Anastatia, and a voice agitated hixa extremely, lest 
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sHe, his beautj one, might peradventure speak, and 
he not hear the melodious music. 

Perhaps, though, he suffered most keenly when 
the darling girl ventured out for a short walk. In his 
anxiety lest any accident might injure his pretty fish, 
the most fearful pictures rose to his mind, such as the 
wheel of an omnibus, with fifteen outside and ten in- 
side passengers, passing over the prostrate form of the 
writhing pet — or he beheld his fondest chased by a 
mad dog, the foaming brute biting at her ankles 
each time they popped from under her fluttering 
robes. 

The little Dolly was silly with love — nervous and 
over-anxious. Tet I have heard Mrs. Ickle protest 
that Mr. Ickle was cold ! Cold ! His breath was red- 
hot steam, and would have worked an engine. 

And how did Anastatia conduct herself? Sweetly, 
sweetly. A vidture accustomed to dine on battle- 
fields would have loved her, and taken to a vegetable 
diet for her sake. Her behaviour, her voice, her 
thoughts were changed — she seemed a romantic, 
inspired thing, living for others, and forgetful of her 
appetite. 

As, of an evening, Dolly sat on one side of the 
fire-place, lolling in his big arm-chair, reading his 
newspaper, Mrs. Ickle, after gazing on him with 
terrible rapture, would suddenly throw down her em- 
broidery, and rush at him mererly to take one little 
kiss off his forehead. 

Then, considerably refreshed, and easier in her 
mind, she would return to her needle, and seem half 
ashamied of her boldness. <^ I coulda*t V<^'^*'^^^^^> 
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you did look so pretty," was the only explanation she 
could give for her eccentric behaviour. 

Perhaps Dolly might be reclining on the sofa — for 
he was a weak little chap, and keeping himself straight 
was tiring work — when she would creep up to him 
and, mechanically playing with his hair, repent and 
make confession. "Do you love me, Dolly?" she 
would ask in a whisper. " Do you forgive me, dear P 
How kind of you not to hate your naughty, naughty 
Anastatia ! You are not angry with your wicked girl 
now, are you ? And I have been so cruel, so velfisb, 
so mad. Tes, I am sure you detest me. You must 
loathe me, and wish I were dead." 

" Darling pet," Dolly would murmur, gazing up- 
wards with soft, die-away eyes. 

" Don't say that, dear ! Scold me ! Call me bad 
names ; I deserve it !" she would continue. " I was 
BO unkind, so brutal. Do abuse me, love ; do say I 
am a monster or a serpent. Please say I have blighted 
your future !" 

" Sweet girl !" would be his remark ; after which 
he smiled and took her hand. 

" But I am good now, dear, forgiving Dolly ! — so 
good, you will scarcely know Anastatia again," she 
would add, talking for all the world like an innocent 
darling child to its nurse. " I will never be naughty 
again — never. You shall be so petted and spoiled. 
Q-ood, generous Dolly! And, my own, if ever you see 
me in a wicked passion, only remind me that I have 
vowed never to vex you more, and I will be as good 
as gold directly. Will you do this, DoUy f " 

About a month after this sweet conyerse, he had 
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an opportunity of putting her promise to the test, and 
he received for his pains such a box on the ear, that 
for hours afterwards it felt red-hot. 

The entire day passed in such like billing and 
cooing. Dolly forgot even to look at the clock, and 
see how the time flew. He lived in a half-dream, from 
•which he had no wish to be aroused, careless of every- 
thing and everybody but dear Anastatia. 

Each minijite his wife testified her love by some 
charming little act of affection. She never walked 
out without bringing back with her some present for 
her "pretty boy." Now it was a new neck-tie, and 
he must put it oi^ directly, and she would help him. 
The delighted Dolly, as her fingers played about his 
throat, writhed with rapture, as if she were tickling 
him. "When her face was so close to his that he could 
kiss her, it was sweet to hear her scold him for being 
a saucy, wicked wretch, and threaten to pinch him, 
and run pins into his arms, if he did it again. 

Sometimes she brought him offerings of ripe hot- 
house fruit, and holding the punnet before him, she 
fed him with her own hands, urging him, when he 
had eaten more than enough, to taste this peach or 
that nectarine, and wiping with her handkerchief the 
juice that trickled down his chin. 

Should Dolly honour her with his society for a 
stroll, her gratitude was overwhelming. She seemed 
bursting with pride. 

"Will you grant me one favour, Dolly?" she 
would ask, as she assisted him at his toilet. 

" O yes !" cried Dolly ; " anything !" 

"Then do wear those dear lila^i tica\x5£><£t^^-'' 'NR'5iS^ 
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the boon she craved ; and he who had expected to he 
let in for a brooch or bracelet at least, could only 
smile in answer, and make fiinnj little chirps in hia 
throat. 

As thej sauntered along, she would gaze about 
her with exultation. She couldn't take his arm, his 
stature and her crinoline being opposed to that in- 
dulgence ; but as she moved like a queen, her spread- 
ing robes filling up the pathway, she looked down 
upon her little man with so much happiness, that it 
screwed up her eyes like laughing. 

" Tell me when you are tired, Dolly, dear," she 
said, at every third step. " Don't over-exert yourself, 
my pet," she remarked, before they had gone ten 
yards. 

He, proud little Bantam, with head up and lighted 
eye, flicks with his cane at the pebbles, and feels tough 
enough in the leg to put a girdle round the earth in 
forty minutes, if Anastatia would but come with him. 

They meet young Pinshead and Minnikin, and it 
is a treat to hear the elated Dolly cry, " Howdedo P" 
for he gives it out like a sergeant at drill, with great 
pomp and valour. 

Anastatia remarks this, and cannot refrain fiH)m 
pressing his arm in love. She says softly, " I do feel 
proud to have my dear husband with me." 

How do you think he felt ? There is no word to 
express it ; even " bumptious" falls short of hia real 
feelings. 

At night, afber these delightful promenadea, she 
would insist that he had over-exerted himself, and 

mmt be completely ^^w»te4, 5^ ^w xoade to liq 
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on tbe sofa with sbawls over him, whilst she played 
noctuTDs and lullabies on the piano to coax him to 
sleep. Nor was this all ; for at ten she would leave 
the room slyly, walking on tip-toe not to &rouse bim> 
and presently return with a tumbler of sherry negus, 
in which an egg had been beaten up, and entreat him 
to sip it, and eat one little piece of dry toast. 

Oh ! it was pretty to watch her, especially wheit 
she called him a " greedy thing" for not offering her 
^'some of hi& !" and perhaps more especially when 
she si^acked her lips, and vowed it was " 90 nice &om 
bis glass r' 

Who wouldn't get married, if they could make 
sure of such petting and coaxing — if every day was to 
witness a long fight of generosity, lasting from the 
opening of the eye to the closing of the lid, as to who 
could say the prettiest thing or do the kindest action. 
And why should it not be so ? Why shouldn't cour- 
teousness and delicacy grow into confirmed habit, as 
easily as growling and turning of backs ? Why should 
not intimacy breed love as well as contempt ? 

Oh, ye husbands, knock off that " last" glass of 
port, and awake with healthy daylight, stomachs re- 
freshed instead of recovered, with a smile instead of a 
grumble on your lips. Flesh of your flesh, treat the 
wife as if she twas also sensation of your sensation, 
ner^e of your nerve — as if when you pained her, the 
same feeling punished you. If you lack generosity, 
be kind on selfish principles ; if you are wanting in 
love, be tender from prudence ; but, above all, aspire 
to unity qf soul and hearjj, and you'll live two happy 
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double love, double comfort, and only half your 
cares. 

And ye, O wives! do likewise, and don't talk so 
much. I like you all much, but why can't you listen 
to a little abuse without troubling your pretty, silly 
heads to reply to it ? 

It certainly was Anastatia's fault if this delicious 
cuddling state of things wfts cut short. Whilst her 
generous fit lasted, it seemed to be her ambition to 
force DoUy into doing certain things which might call 
into play her self-devolion. She never rested until 
she had coaxed him into going out to dinner with his 
friends ; she tried her utmost to force him into keep- 
ing bad hours with his bachelor acquaintance. 

"Why not invite your friends to a nice little dinner 
at the ' Star and Garter,' dear," she told him. " They 
all fancy J keep you shut up at home. I wish you 
would, dear ! I imagine they laugh at you, and think 
you are henpecked. I'll sit up for you, darling, no 
matter how late you are ; and I'll promise not to scold, * 
even if it is three in the morning." 

" WTiy not have them here, love ?" suggested Dolly, 

" Oh, Dolly, my darling," replied the modest crea- 
ture, quite shocked, " what could I do with a pack of 
wild young fellows about the house, all drinking and 
smoking? You naughty child, to mention such a 
thing." 

So Dolly did give a very brilliant little party to some 
half-dozen choice young blades, and the bill came to 
over two pounds a-head. It was a great deal of money, 
as he thought, and would have bought Anastatia the 
black velvet dress, withqu^ nfhich she had for months 
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declared it would be impossible for her to manage a 
day longer. 

It was past one in the morning when dear Stacy 
heard a timid, single-knock ; when to her stem in- 
quiry of " Who's there ?" came a sneakish answer of 
" DoUy, dear.'' ^ 

His countenance expressed meekness and fright; 
but she, far from being angry, was in capital spirits, 
and as kind as if he had come courting. 

He tried to mumble a few excuses whilst she se- 
cured the fastenings, but she stopped him with a kiss, 
and then led him to the room where the bright fire 
was burning, and seating him on the sofa, tooTt his 
hands in hers, and, like a little girl begging for a fairy 
story, wanted to hear all about the feast, and what 
they had, and what they did, and who did it. 

" Ah ! indeed ! So it was a capital dinner ! She 
was glad of that. Eight kinds of fish ! "What pigs ! 
Venison ! — really ! Eoast or hashed ? Both ! ! IJpon 
her word, they were well off. Which did Dolly have? 
Only the roast ! She was sorry for that ; she would 
liked to have known what the hashed was like: He 
couldn't, eh ? there was no room ! Ha ! ha ! the 
naughty little carpet bag ! And the wines ? All 
French, eh ? That was sensible. And so little Pins- 
head sang a capital song, did he ? What a pity Dolly 
could only remember the chorus of *Hang sorrow, 
and swing him on high !' What a strange idea ! — 
Tes. And what then ? Oh ! after dinner they played 
at billiards, and Dolly won ! What a clever Dolly I 
Then he should play again, and win every night. And 
now her little king must come to \^^^ ^sA ^^^ ^s^ 
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&Bt as he couldy for he must be tired to death. Oh^ 
dear, no ! she wasn't in the least fatigued — she liked 
Bitting up late^ it was good fun — almost as good as 
raking." 

Can it be wondered at if D0U7, urged on by such 
delicate entreaty, should consent to amuse himself of 
nights? He was fond of billiards, because he was 
iisuallj successful at the game. He had a wonderfully 
accurate eye, and was a dab at pool—a murderous 
good hand at taking shilling lives. It was about the 
only thing he could do well, besides loying and assist* 
ing his friends. 

Alb first Anastatia was enchanted to see him enjoy 
himself so entirely. He was gradually throwing off 
his mild, nervous habit, and acquiring the bold, care- 
less manners of the rakish set he mixed with. He 
even went so far, one morning, as to take a teaspoon- 
ful of brandy in his tea. 

It was his custom, the deep rogue, to share with 
Anastatia his night's winnings, and her booty seldom 
lunounted to less than ten shillings. Small as the 
sum may appear when we consider that madam's 
jointure brought her six hundred a-year, still she re- 
ceived these little offerings with evident satisfaction. 
I think most ladies would have done Ijhe same. 

The only bother was, she had to earn her money 
by sitting alone every evening until past eleven 
o'clock) and she was growing tired of solitude. As 
she on more than one occasion remarked to herself — 
it might be capital fun to him, and the time might pass 
quickly enough whilst chatting with his friends and 
etxcited with the play; but to »it alone for hoursi 
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listening to the ticking of the clocks^ was rather mo-^ 
notonous enjoyment. She said it made her head ache 
if she read much. 

Aflber the fourth night, Anastatia murmured ; on 
the fifth, she obliged DoUj with a little piece of her 
mind; on the sixth, she yowed she woidd put a stop 
to this night-wprk, before matters grew worse. 

So at nine o'clock the kitchen- wench was despatched 
to fetch home Mr. Ickle. The girl, following her in- 
structions, presented herself before the astounded 
D0II7 just as, in his shirt-sleeves and leaning over the 
table in the favourite attitude of Madame Taglioni, he 
was about to send Brown into the pocket, and Brown's 
shilling into his own. 

All the dashing little men stared at the intruder, 
who, fumbling with her shawl-ends, informed master 
that *' Please, sir, he was fetched, and missus wanted 
him that minute.'' 

'' Is your mistress ill P" asked the startled Dolly. 
** No, sir," replied the girl, " she's only in a rage." 
Everybody laughed immoderately, and Dolly tried 
his utmost to enjoy the joke; but stretching the 
mouth, and making a noise, was all he could manage. 
When he and his fetcher had departed, the young 
fellows declared it was the richest thing they had 
heard in the whole course of their lives, and vowed it 
had long been their opinion that the finest girl was 
" a cat," and would sooner or later be " down upon'* 
Adolphus Ickle, Esq. *' He's catching it, poor devil,'* 
remarked the gracefi^ Pinshead. 

There was, of course, a scene. Mr. Ickle com^ 
plained that he had been made to look like a fool^ 



216 riKEST GIEL IN BLOOMSBUET. 

before his friends ; and Mrs. Ickle, in lieu of seeming 
repentant, retorted wildly that she hoped he liked it. 

Thus ended the pleasant love-fit which for more 
than ten days had changed the halls of continual 
despair into the realms of seraphic bliss. 

Why it should have lasted so long, or so short a 
time, is about as difficult to explain as why it should 
have lasted at all. 

Gradually the old state of things was restored — 
moping and frowning, silence and sneers. Woe is 
me ! This is sad ! 

Yet Dolly did try to coax her back to love. He 
asked her to forgive him, but, from the way in which 
she replied "There was nothing to forgive, and of 
course he was master in his own house," it was evident 
he might have spared his breath for the first grand 
encounter, when he would want it, and more too. 

Next he endeavoured to bribe her into good hu- 
mour. , He engaged an opera-box, he bought her 
gloves and a bouquet, and they started off", both beau- 
tifully dressed, and as clean as new dolls. But she 
had, I suppose, determined to spoil the evening with 
her airs and graces, for she snubbed the poor little 
fellow so cruelly, that he would about as soon have 
been in his coffin as in No. 75 on the second tier. 

It did not avail him in the slightest to speak in a 
tender tone, and endeavour to " draw her out" by his 
remarks — never very brilliant — about the singers. 
jShe was resolved to be disagreeable, and she was par- 
ticularly so. 

"How well Madame Cacuanna is singing," ob- 
served Dolly. 
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" Eidiculous !" retorted Anastatia ; " I*d as soon 
— yes, sooner — Glisten to a screech owl." 

" Oh ! come, now !" remonstrated Dolly ; " at any 
rate Signer Stolberg is in capital voice, dearest." 

** Is he indeed — dearest r sneered Anastatia. 

" I'm glad you told me ! I thought he hadn't a note 

to bless himself with. Capital voice ! why it is 

cracked, husky, flat, and uncertain. That is my 

' opinion^ Mr. Ickle." 

"At any rate, my dear," commenced Dolly, " you 
must admit that Mademoiselle Lungz . . ." 

But his criticism was burked by the finest girl 
tumiug upon him fiercely, and observing, " Mr. Ickle, 
I came here to listen to music, not your nonsensical 
chatter." 

It is but reasonable to conclude that the opera- 
box bribe was money wasted and time lost. 

Sweet friend of ipy youth, whose creased baby 
legs I had seen stretching and writhing before the 
nursery fire, whose little embroidered cap had been 
taken off that I might admire the yellaw, silken hair 
that curled on his pulpy, pulse-moving head, I shed 
tears as I record the many fruitless attempts you 
made to regain the affection of that fine woman, your 
wife. I dash away the tear, and take a fresh drop of ink. 

She had seemed so proud to be seen walking out 
with him, that he still continued the practice. But 
the charm of the promenade was gone, for there was 
no pleasing Anastatia. 

Pirst it would be, " Mr. Ickle, you will oblige me 
by not following at my heels as if I had married a 
iSrench poodle !" 
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Or, when he walked faster, it would be, " For 
goodness' sake, Mr. Ickle, do not walk as if you were 
winning a race. Bemember, I do not wish to be 
stared, at if you do." 

Sometimes it was, "Mr. Ickle, are you making 
that dust on purpose ? Do not be so tiresome.'* 
And sometimes, "If you do not keep that cane of 
yours quiet, Mr. Ickle, I'll take it away from you, and 
give it to the first beggar-boy we meet. Another 
inch, and my eye woidd have been put out." 

Once he trod on her skirt, and as he stood trem* 
blingly for his reprimand — ^he felt it would be some 
thing unusually severe, because he had nearly tugged 
the stately Anastatia backwards, and forced ber to 
throw out her arms most ungracefully — she looked 
down on him as if he was very nasty, but all she said 
was " Pig r' 

How two people can be so constantly together, eat 
at the same table, sleep in the same bed, and live in 
the same house, and yet be such fierce enemies, passes 
my comprehension. When I have a dispute, I enjoy 
it whilst I am about it, but one night's rest makes a 
Christian of me again. I have lent a clean shirt to a 
man whom, overnight, I have sworn to consider my 
first and foremost foe ; and most likely we bave been 
better friends than ever for our dispute. 

That is the way to treat those periodical fits of in- 
sanity commonly called passions. Have the courage 
to be ashamed of them, and wring the black demon's 
neck with a hearty shake of the hand. You will even 
be spared the ignominy of an apology ; for if the man 
jou BO grossly insulted has any decency in him, the 
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harder you assure him you were to blame, the more 
stubbornly will he insist that he was solely and en- 
tirely in the wrong. 

But Anastatia was a domineering beauty — a very 
sour-tempered empress — and she badgered Dolly until 
he hadn't even the heart to brush his hair out of his 
eyes. 

Miserable^ disappointed man ! he began to stoop \ 
often forgot to wind up his watch at night ; frequently 
wore his dressing-gown till dinner-time ; and the mo- 
ment he was out of bed wished it was again time to 
retire to rest. He was too occupied pondering over 
his troubles to think of worldly appearance. Sleep 
was his only pleasure. 

Even as they ate food together the finest girl had 
her eye on him. She would spoil the tenderest meat 
that ever rode in a butcher's cart by her spiteful ob- 
servations. 

Perhaps, as he was raising the fork to his lips, she 
would beg of him not to take such large pieces at 
once, unless he particularly wished to make her sick ; 
or, as he turned over in his mouth the food he could 
no longer enjoy, she would command him not to make 
such a disgusting noise with his lips, more like some 
sausage machine at work than any one styling himself 
a gentleman. 

Even when asleep he was not entirely safe from 
her persecution. Frequently she would arouse him 
firom a refreshing slumber to tell him that if he didn't 
give over snoring in that frightful manner, he must 
go down stairs and sleep on the sofa ; or, if he wasn't 
snoring, he was sure to be gcmiiickig^ \i\^ \«^^^ ^"^ 
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moaning, or talking, or, in fact, doing such tilings as 
usually denote a hearty supper on pickled salmon, 
underdone pork, crab, cold pie-crust, or strong 
cheese. 

One night she declared he had kicked her on 
purpose, and hard enough to break every limb in her 
body. She said it was a mercy he hadn't hurled her 
out of bed. She also said, " If you cannot conduct 
yourself, Mr. Ickle, with more Christian restraint 
than a common vicious cab-horse, you may sleep in 
the stable ; but you shall not kick me, sir ! if I have 
to tie your legs, sir ! So understand me, pray !'* 

A pretty speech that from a dear wife six feet tall 
to a poor little chap who was stretching himself. 

This unkind, unvarying behaviour, was more than 
Dolly had strength to endure. The tired warrior was 
weary of the continual fight in which he always got 
the worst. A certain sign that no peace was contem- 
plated — that there were no hopes of even an armistice, 
to allow him to bury his sorrows and murdered hopes, 
or bind up his unkind cuts and wounded feelings — 
was in the return of Bully Bob, who during the love 
week had been packed off on furlough, but was now 
recalled to lend his valuable and manly aid in subdu- 
ing the redoubted Dolly. 

The miserable victim heard Bully Bob ordering 
about the servants the moment he set foot in the 
house — giving directions about the disposal of that 
tattered carpet-bag with one shirt in it, in as loud a 
voice as if the villa and its contents belonged to him — 
and the miserable victim rapidly understood what was 
intended. 
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"What should he do ? Make a fuss or keep quiet P 
As he did keep quiet, it is reasonable to assume that 
he preferred keeping quiet. 

Anastatia embraced Bully Bob as warmly as if they 
had been parted for ten years. " So he's at it again, 
is he ?" remarked Bully Bob. 

**Oh, my dear, dear Bob, worse than ever !" cried 
the finest girl, throwing up her hands and eyebrows 
a la souffrante, " So bad, in fact, I cannot endure it 
any longer, and won't, to please any one. I must 
have him sworn to keep the peace, or something or 
other, for really my life isn't safe !" 

These dreadful tidings of Dolly's fierceness alarmed 
Bully Bob, who had always looked upon his brother- 
in-law as an inoffensive and weak, though, of course, 
highly objectionable individual. But he put a brave 
face on the matter, like a bold young dentist, and 
answered, with a merry laugh, " Humph ! wait till I 
have had some cold beef and pickles, and we'll soon 
settle the little 'un." 

Good, slandered Dolly ! At that very moment he, 
desperate and blood-thirsty villain as he was, having 
captured a highly musical blue-bottle that annoyed 
him by battering its head against the window panes, 
was putting the buzzing insect outside the casement, 
rather than take its miserable life, as should have been 
the delight of such a murderous vagabond. 

Aided and abetted by her brother Bob, the finest 
girl carried on the war with increasing success, re- 
ducing Dolly to such straits, that his heart was near 
breaking. 

was. suggested by Bob tt^t ^Aie> oiiSc^X^TKia. ot^ 
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which the fair enemy could, with anything like dig- 
nity, consent to a lasting peace, were, that Dolly 
should make over to his wife the whole of his remain-* 
ing property, and content himself with the smallest 
possible sum for pocket-money and clothes. His own 
reward the brother left to the sister's generosity. 

But this disgraceful proposition was, I am glad to 
say, rejected by Mrs. Ickle as too gross and brutal. 
It even roused her better nature, and made her ques- 
tion herself as to what great wrong Dolly had worked 
against her that she should desire him so much evil. 
Of what had he been guilty ? She was surprise^ to 
find the inquiry difficult to answer. She even pro- 
mised herself to look more carefully into the matter a« 
soon as Dolly was thoroughly punished, humbled, and 
repentant. 

The exact details of the proceedings adopted by 
Mrs. Ickle and her brother for the better subjuga- 
tion of the fiend Dolly, I never accurately learnt. I 
was told that they were in the habit of cutting off his 
dinner, and sending it into his room ; but he, having 
grave matters to think pf, and no appetite, cared little 
for the insult. 

They also allowanced him in his length of candle 
for the evening ; but, as he usually sat in the dark, 
pondering over his misfortunes, that meanness did not 
affect him. He sneered, and disregarded these petty 
persecutions. 

But they must have been guilty of some very gross 
misconduct — so wicked that, out of pity, he kept it 
secret — for the little fellpw almost lost his witSj aji4 
grew desperate, 
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It was whispered tp Mrs. Ickle, by one of the 
seryauts, that Mr. Ickle had been seen cleaning and 
examining a small pistol. This, at &rsty sounded too 
horrible to be true, until Mrs. Ickle remembered that 
her husband had once mentioned to her that, for 
security against night attacks, he kept a brace of the 
ofensive weapons in his dressing-table drawer. 

The immediate thing to be done was to summon 
brother Bob to a solemn council. She, with unpre- 
cedented generosity, offered to that bold spirit the 
honourable office of rushing in upon and disarming 
Mr. Ickle — she even urged him to accept the perilous 
mission ; but for private reasons he shirked the dis- 
tinguished compliment. 

It was long debated whether it would be better 
to call in medical aid, and prove Mr. Ickle insane, or 
barricade him in his own room, and refuse him either 
food or drink until he consented to deliver up his 
arms and ammunition. But, for some cause or other, 
neither of these decisive steps were taken; indeed, 
far from becoming a prisoner, Mr. Ickle had only to 
open his door and let himself be heard in the passage, 
to send his foes flying for safety into the first hiding- 
place that offered itself. Indeed, Mr. Bob was once 
discovered in the dirty-clothes cupboard, perspiring 
freely. 

Perhaps Mr. Ickle had reckoned on such a result 
— or perhaps the fact of his having handled a pistol 
was of no graVer import than if he had been seen 
sharpening his razor. He always vowed to me th^t, 
having on that particular laorning nothing to do, and 
^membering tbftt it w^ n> lon§ twe ^ixkc^ b^^ Wk 
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looked to his pistols, he fetched them from his bed- 
room for the purpose of rubbing them up and pre- 
serving their beauty. 

But men supposed to have loaded fire-arms con- 
cealed about their persons are quite as obnoxious as 
those whose revolvers are openly stuck in their girdle. 
Por nights Mrs. Ickle couldn't sleep. She expected 
every moment to feel the cold end of the barrel rest- 
ing on her temple. If she had dared, she would have 
left her door open, so as to shriek to Bob if his aid 
was required ; but then it struck her that if the 
assassin should come, the bursting of the lock would 
be an invaluable warning. 

As for Bob, he never thought of getting into bed 
until he had moved the chest of drawers before the 
door as a safeguard ; and, on the sly, he purloined a 
carving-knife, which he placed each night under his 
pillow. 

The anxiety at last became so unbearable, that 
Mrs. Ickle determined on applying for out-door relief, 
and she, with little trouble, secured the services of a 
very strong individual from Yorkshire, who had served 
his time at a lunatic asylum, and perfected his educa- 
tion at a house of correction. This man was author- 
ized by Mrs. Ickle, and commanded by Bob, to keep 
his eye on the raving I?olly, and at the first oppor- 
tunity secure his person, and subsequently his pistols. 
He was informed that the gentleman's mind was 
afiected, etc., and, though not dangerous, he was 
objectionable. 

The first time Dolly caughi sight of this strango 
tOBB foUowmg him on tip-toe down the stairs, he very 
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naturally took him for a thief, and inquired " "What 
his business might be, and what he wanted in his 
(Dolly's) house." 

" All right ; I sharn't hurt you, if you keep quiet," 
replied the man, coaxiugly, as he crept nearer and 
nearer, before making a pounce. " It's all for your 
good, every bit of it." 

" If you do not quit this house directly, I shall 
send for a policeman," threatened Dolly, doubling his 
fists and preparing for a tussle. 

The keeper, who had some vague ideas about the 
gentle treatment of lunatics, addressed Dolly as if he 
had been a dog inclined to biting : " Quiet ! quiet ! 
don't excite yourself, my good gentleman ! I'm here, 
you know ! Take it calm ! You'll be all right soon, 
and when you're well you may do as you like again." 

"What do you mean, fellow?" roared Dolly, in 
his turn advancing towards the stranger, and seizing 
him by the collar. Poor little chap, it was the most 
absurd action he could have been guilty of; for in an 
instant the big Yorkshire hands were pressed round 
his spare wrists tightly as manacles, and he power- 
less. No, not quite powerless; for, feeling cer- 
tain the man had come to rob the house, he howled for 
assistance with the vehemence of a pig doomed for pork. 

These distressing cries reached Mrs. Ickle, who at 
the first yell rightly guessed what had occurred. She 
had only time to slip on a wrapper and rush to the 
head of the stairs, then to cry out, " I'm coming," 
when Bully Bob's bedroom-door opened, and his voice 
was heard shouting lustily, " Hold him tight ! — ^tie his 
legs I he's soon knocked up I" 
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Convinced in an instant that his wife was privy to 
these disgraceful proceedings, Dolly gave over strug- 
gling. Yet it was difficult to listen passively to his 
captor addressing him as if he was the most demented 
creature out of a straight waistcoat. " Come, come ; 
there's a good little man ! I f^hought you'd listen to 
me, after all. I am your friend, you know, as wishes 
you good, and is come on purpose. I sham't hurt 
you if you're reasonable. There's a dear gentleman. 
I thought you would — I knowed it ! Now, where are 
them pistols?" 

A sudden light broke in upon Dolly. " The wicked 
people in this house have deceived you, my poor man," 
he said, quite calmly. "I do not blame you; but 
release my hands, for the pressure is painfuL I 
suppose — in fact, it is evident — ^you are engaged 
to watch over me, under the plea that my brain is 
affected." 

Past experience had proved to the Yorkshire keeper 
that all lunatics firmly deny their insanity; yet the 
calm manner in which Dolly, to save any fuss and 
noise, returned to his bedroom, and, imlocking his 
table-drawer, delivered up his arms, saying as he did 
BO, " I wish you to notice they are not even loaded," 
considerably impressed the jailor in favour of his 
patient's sanity. 

Bepulsive as this man's duty must have been to 
Dolly, yet, with that sense of justice which was part 
of his amiable disposition, he was very careful, neither 
in word nor action, to let his keeper see that his so- 
ciety was iinpleasant. He saw at once that the most 
prudent course for him to adopt was, to conyince the 
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man, by ipoderate and sensible behaviour, that there 
was no need for his services. 

Thej sat talking together— the Torkshireman re- 
lating his madhouse anecdotes, and Dolly listening 
with deep interest, and remarking upon what he had 
heard with charity and sense. Before night-time, the 
keeper was convinced that a pleasanter or kinder- 
hearted creature, or one with a sounder head on his 
shoulders, did not breathe, than the little gentleman 
sitting cross-kneed in the arm-chair before him. 

His eye was all right, " mild as a sheep's ;" hifl 
conversation was all right, " very improving, and ex- 
cellent company;" his deportment was all right, 
*' gentle as a gal's. Then where the deuce was he 
wrong ?" 

But Mrs. Ickle wouldn't listen to such nonsense. 
'^ I tell you my life isn't safe ! I insist, Mr. Hatch, 
on your remaining here for a week at least." 

The man's wages were high, he was not particu- 
larly busy just then, and it suited him perfectly to 
remain as long as the lady chose to pay him. But he 
remarked to her, that he should expect her to hold 
him harmless, "in case the gentleman should ride 
rusty, and set the lav^ers to work." 

This man's constant presence and vigQant super- 
vision became, about the third day, such an insuffer- 
able infliction on Dolly, that it was unendurable. He 
appealed to me to deliver him &om captivity. 

In a long letter, he detailed the infamous treat- 
ment to which he had been subjected, and implored 
me, by the memory of our childhood| to rush to his 
XMcue* 
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When he had written this long plaint, the trouble 
was to send it. Closely watched as he was, how could 
he beseech any kind Christian to drop it into the 
nearest letter-box ? He carried that letter for more 
than a day concealed in his breast-pocket, until it was 
crumpled and looked disreputable. 

Eventually — the Torkshireman having retired to 
smoke his pipe in the garden, leaving his prisoner on 
parole not to escape during his absence — Dolly was 
obliged to bribe the baker's boy with a silver fork down, 
and a guinea to come, if the letter arrived safely. 

It did arrive safely; but it was Unpaid — sad testi- 
mony ! — and cost me twopence, at which I grumbled, 
until, after reading it, I understood the why and the 
wherefore. 

To the rescue ! How much money have T, for 
rescues cost ready cash ? Ha ! ha ! there are shots 
in the locker — a few of gold, many of silver, and nine- 
pen'orth in copper. I register a vow that every shot 
shall be fired, in the sacred cause of friendship, against 
the fortress of the lovely enemy. 

Come hither, Fred and Dick — ^trusty boys of the 
Hospital of Middlesex — come and empty the bottle, 
and plot and suggest a thousand desperate schemes, 
which must end in Newgate if I adopt them, and con- 
sequently (transportation having its drawbacks) are 
all affectionately declined. If I refuse to meddle with 
either revolvers or arson, it is not your fault, my brave 
boys ; but then you are at your fourth tumbler, my 
choice spirits, and I am as cool as Father Mathew 
making tea. 

It took me an entire day to mature my plans. My 
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first step was to consult a lawyer, and get certain 
deeds drawn up. Great Jingo ! What a rod in pickle 
did I prepare for that fine girl and her darling bro- 
ther Bob. I longed to lay it about their backs. 

When everything was ready, we sallied forth to 
combat, and gave signal proof of the great utility of 
railroads in time of warfare, by taking second-class 
tickets to Twickenham. 

We perfectly understood that the great and only 
difficulty would be the getting into the house. Once 
inside the street-door, we feared nothing. 

I never did like breaking into a house by force, 
and don't to this day. 

Being humanely inclined, I, when within a few 
yards from the villa, despatched Fred with strict 
orders to call upon the fortress to surrender or take 
the consequences. 

He knocked at the door in a very gentlemanly 
manner, and inquired, with a smile — raising his hat, 
too, as nice as could be — if Mr. Ickle was at home. 
The answer was very decisive, but vulgar: "No, he 
wasn't." 

When Fred intimated that he should not object 
to waiting until Mr. Ickle was at home, he was in- 
formed that such a thing was out of the question, and 
excessively impertinent, for the finest girl had heard 
the knock and first inquiry, and had given herself the 
trouble to leave her comfortable parlour to make the 
second polite reply. * 
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CHAPTEEXn. 

KBa. lOKLB IS TBAMPLBD TJITPBB I'OOT, 

The discomfited Ered returned to us with a face as 
long as a horse's, and a heart bowed down by care— 
erestfallen, hot, and spiteful. His rude reception, and 
the insulting observations which had been replied to 
his gentlemanly inquiries, wounded the poor fellow 
ideeply ; neither could he forgive himself for having 
submitted so tamely to the lady's vulgar insolence. 

"To think," exclaimed the brave boy, with tears 
in his eyes, " to think that I allowed her to slam the 
door in my face, and never said anything ! O ! I 
couldn't have been all there ! O ! no ! nor half! If 
I'd even imitated cats a-fighting, it would have been 
something; but to come away without so much as 
making a face through the parlour-blinds ! There ! I 
wouldn't have it known — ^no, not for ten shillings 
down !" 

He was a lad of fertile mind, and very rich imagi- 
nation, but had long been suffering from a County 
Court summons, which wa^ slowly imdermining his 
constitution. 

Before making our second attempt, I considered it 
prudent to wait a little to allow Mrs. Ickle sufficient 
time to calm her feelings. I did not wish Dick to be 
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hurt, and the finest girl would have thought nothing 
of leaning out of window and flicking at the poor body 
with a horse-whip, or of even throwing a flower-pot at 
the poor body's head. 

We passed the tim» in trying to brush Dick's hat 
into Bomethipg like a gloss. Before starting, Dick 
put on his gloves, — a thing he hadn't done for 
years. 

Mrs, Ickle received her second visitor with even 
greater impertinence than her flrst, calling him — de- 
spite his gloves, ''a scamp," and talking about the poHce 
as familiarly as if she had just bought Scotland Yard. 
My noble Dick came back to me, looking five years 
older. Well! well! if no parsnips were buttered 
no bones were broken. 

My turn had come ; the brave old general must 
try his chance, and teach those boys under him the 
true value of wisdom, courage, and energy. I was not 
sorry they had failed. The reflection that it was my 
proud destiny to humble the stately Anastatia, and 
rescue the prostrate DoUy from her tyranny, was 
fuU of saccharine — the best sparkling loaf — revenge. 
How she would hate me ! How grateful would be the 
prisoner ! 

I attacked the premises by the back way. I 
ordered my boys to walk up to the street door, and 
concentrate the entire attention of the inhabitants 
upon themselves, by pacing up and down before the 
windows, examining papers, and whispering mysteri- 
ously together. In the meantime I, without the least 
opposition, scaled the garden wall, and, not even ques- 
tioned, walked straight up the side path and through. 
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the passage right into DoUv's room. How he did 
jump, to be sure, when he saw me ! 

He threw out his arms as if he longed to hug me, 
and uttered a tremulous kind of weak chirrup, which, 
if I understand English rightly, meant that he was in 
raptures, and felt better. 

He had evidently given up all hopes of seeing me 
— convinced that it was not within the power of any 
human being to overcome the decrees of that proud 
beauty, his wife. Little did he know my stubborn 
will and elasticity of mind. 

iShe Yorkshire keeper rose at my entry, and stood 
stiff and erect as a soldier on drill, whilst I eyed him 
with the savage expression of a conqueror who had 
half a mind to shoot him on the spot. In a decided 
authoritative voice, that implied I would stand no 
nonsense, I ordered him to " Inform Mrs. Ickle I 
should feel greatly honoured by an interview." 

Seeing papers in my hand, the insulting vagabond 
apparently mistook me for a lawyer, and being, of 
course, afraid of lawyers, he obeyed me with an alacrity 
that somewhat resembled taking to his heels. 

Without noticing Dolly, whoj in a state of great 
excitement, still continued to throw up his arms and 
chirrup, I listened until I heard voices talking anxi- 
ously in the parlour, and knowing they would be too 
busy discussing who the strange visitor could be to 
watch my proceedings, I crept to the street door, and, 
undoing the bolts and chain, admitted my trusty myr- 
midons. Gilie rapidity of my actions ensured their 
success. I agree with Kapoleon, and like his system 
of warfare, See how it answered. 
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My greatest obstacle was Dolly himself, who, 
naturally, was disposed to be maudlin and grateful, 
and tried his hardest to waste the time by muttering 
thanks ; but, spreading open the lawyer's deed before 
him, I said, " Sign that first, and we'll talk afterwards. 
It is an assignment to me of this house and every 
thing it contains — plate, linen, furniture, books — 
everything. Make iaste! You fellows," I added, 
turning to my devoted warriors, **will have to be 
witnesses." 

He was, as I had expected, rather startled. *' What 
did you say it was ?" he inquired. 

" Hang it, Dolly," I answered, thumping the table, 
" you must trust to me if you want to win the day. I 
have come solely to help you ; but if you won't help 
yourself it isn't my fault. Come, sign away ! There's 
not a moment to be lost: — ^we shall have them all dovm 
upon us directly." 

Scarcely was his signature and those of my wit- 
nesses affixed to the document, when in walked the 
noble Anastatia, in such a rage that her teeth chat- 
tered, and her neck was as stiff and upright as a snake 
contemplating its rabbit. She stared at me (I will 
confess I didn't like it) for some time before she could 
speak. 

"If I am not mistaken, your name is Todd!" 
she cried at last, as if just recognizing me. " I thought 
/ 80 ! I expected it could be no one but Mr. Todd ! I 
should like to be informed, Mr. Todd, if it is not 
troubling you too much, what may be your business 
in my house, and how you dare to force your way into 
it with these men — ^your low pot-house companions^ 
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no doubt P If you have come hero for drink, sip, you 
have made a mistake — the beer-shop is higher up the 
road !" 

" Mrs. Ickle," I replied, after easing myself by a 
scornful smile, " the reason why I entered this house 
is, because it and every article inside its walls belong 
to me, by virtue of this deed of assignment, madam." 
— I held up the paper as I spoke — " and these gm^ 
tlemen, my esteemed friends, madam, have, at my 
pressing entreaty, consented to stay a few days at my 
new residence. Just as you entered, I had also suc- 
ceeded in persuading Mr. Ickle to honour me with his 
agreeable society, until he felt well enough to Iravel, 
madam — on the Continent, I believe, madam — and, I 
imagine — alone, madam." 

It was vengeance enough for me to see the rage 
and horror depicted in that woman's countenance. 
She bounced from the room, pulling the door to after 
her with a bang that made the dust on the top of the 
book-case fly up in a cloud, which, descending on one 
of my trusty troopers, made him sneeze violently. 

She did manage, though, to leave behind her a 
parting benediction in the shape of — " Impostors ! if 
there is any law in the land, you shall be finely p\m- 
ished for this !" 

Altogether, I never passed a busier afternoon than 
on that eventful day. At my request, Mr. Bob De 
Cade favoured me with his presence, alone, in the 
drawing-room. 

The bully entered cringing and trying to look 
pleased to see me. " Halloa, Jack !" he cried, " how 
are you, old boy?" 



HBS. ICKLE IS TBAMPLED TJKDEB TOOT. 235 

Instead of informing him as to the state of my 
health, I stretched out my arm, and begged him to 
feel if the muscles were, what he should consider, 
hard ; then I doubled up my fist, and asked him if, in 
his opinion, it was a large one; and when he had 
assured me that, taking my arm altogether, he had 
rarely seen a better, I opened the door, and informed 
him, that if in twenty minutes* time he hadn't packed 
up his one shirt, and fairly started on his way to 
London, I'd smash him up like a band-box. So I got 
rid of that young man. 

About five o'clock I was informed that Mrs. Ickle's 
professional adviser would like to pass five minutes 
in my society. The footman had been hxirried away 
to Richmond after the first attorney he could ferret 
out. 

I had too much confidence in my London solicitor 
to dread that meeting. I readily allowed the Eich- 
mondian Six and Eightpence to peruse the assignment, 
and even offered to oblige him with a copy ; indeed, 
we were as pleasant and civil as if the business was 
the joUiest sport going ; so we parted excellent friends, 
he confessing that everything was according to law, 
tight, binding, and exceedingly satisfactory. 

Por a long time Dolly could make neither head nor 
tail of my proceedings. He sat in his chair, startled 
at my coiurage in facing his vrife ; and, beyond entreat- 
ing me every ten minutes " to do nothing, for Grod's 
sake, that would be painful to Mrs. Ickle's feelings — 
to remember that she was his wife," etc., etc., he did 
not greatly interrupt my proceedings. When I rang 
the bell, and ordered all the servants to aij^eac b^fet^^ 
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me, lie readily backed my statement, that for the 
future, they would be pleased to look upon me as 
" the master and owner of the house." 

Of course I did not fail to tell my domestics that 
they were to attend to Mrs. Ickle's wants in the same 
respectful manner as hitherto, and, indeed, treat her 
with every consideration until it should suit her to 
take her departure. 

Business finished, we gave up our minds to plea- 
sure. I ordered a fire to be lighted in the drawing- 
room, and — the cook was a very superior woman, and 
willing to a fault — at five o'clock we sat down to a 
very pleasant, comfortable dish of veal cutlets. 

To insure a jolly night of it, Dick had been des- 
patched to London with orders to bring back with 
him two or three worthy spirits whose presence would 
help us to drive away dull care, and might be of use 
in case any disturbance should be attempted by the 
defeated De Cade legion. * 

The evening passed with great eclat — indeed, I 
may call it a decided success. We voted Dolly into 
the chair, and I'U wager the dear child had never felt 
so thoroughly careless and happy in his house as he 
did whilst presiding over us — all jolly Middlesex men, 
well educated, liberal-minded fellows, and determined 
smokers. 

I made the punch — ^not too much lemon, you know, 
and a little green tea — our genuine Middlesex tipple 
— ^and what with singing songs, and telling anecdotes, 
midnight was upon us before we thought it had struck 
ten. 

And Mrs. Ickle was upon us too ! 
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She entered the room holding a bed-room candle- 
stick, and looking as like Lady Macbeth as two 
ghosts. 

A fine picture greeted her sight. We were all 
lifting up our voices in full chorus (** Tol-de-rol, rum- 
ti-tiddj-i-do," da capo), beating time with our pipes 
to the affecting melody ; whilst Mr. Chairman Dolly, 
perched up in his seat, looked on with a bland de- 
lighted expression, as if we were the children of his 
heart fulfilling the hopes of his childhood. 

His jaw dropped when he caught sight of his 
Anastatia glaring at him, and he tried to hide his 
smoking apparatus ; but he overcame the spasm in a 
minute, and bore her glances as courageously as if he 
.was far gone in liquor. 

Mrs. Ickle was desirous of breaking up our meet- 
ing. She advanced to the fire-place, and began raking 
out the burning coals. 

I interfered. "I must beg of you, madam, to 
leave wy ^e alone," I said. " The night is cold, and 
a little fire is agreeable. "WTiat do you say, gentle- 
men ?" I inquired of the boys. 

By way of i^eply, the rogues burst out into full 
chorus — " Tol-de-rol, rum-ti-tiddy-i-do." 

" Euffians !" exclaimed the lovely Anastatia, still 
grasping the poker, " this is not a pot-house.'* 

Determined not to be beaten, I replied, " I know 
perfectly well, madam, whose house and what house 
this is, and as long as it is mine, I shall do as I please 
in it." 

Instead of answering me — ^treating me, in fact, as 
if I were beneath hep notice — she &c^<iIi^\5i^,^V^.^ 
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frightened to death at the suddenness of the attack, 
endeavoured to conceal his emotions by sipping his 
grog. 

" Although I do not expect you, sir, to have any 
sense of the respect due to your wife — your conduct 
has sufficiently shown that, sir — still perhaps you may 
have some regard for the good opinion of your neigh- 
bours. K so, the sooner you turn these low wretches 
out of your house the better." 

Out burst the chorus again. It was the eafliest 
way of silencing her tongue. 

" I am waiting for a reply, Mr. Ickle," continued 
the lady, when the festive song had ended, biting her 
lips to restrain her rage ; but anger was in her eye — 
high pressure, bright and roaring. " Unless you wish 
to have the police knocking at your doors, you had 
better order these vagabonds to be off." 

" Eeally, my dear " stammered Dolly. 

" I should like to know, Mr. Ickle," exclaimed the ' 
finest girl, cutting short the answer, " very much like 
to know — how you expect any one to sleep, with this 
disgusting brawl going on under our heads ?" 

" Chorus, my boys," I shouted, waving my pipe ; 
and the boys, obedient to my orders, chorussed in fine 
style. 

Yet there was no beating off that savage female. 
She stood erect and unabaahed, defying us. 

It was very painful to me to be obliged to treat 
her with disrespect and rudeness, but I knew as well 
as possible that unless we proved to her thai her reign 
of terror was ended, her influence gone, her power 
iieparted; our labouxairoilLd. g9 taut uothing, aodDoUj 
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have to return to his chains. She forced us to be in- 
sulting. She would fight. 

" Mr. Ickle," she asked, the moment our voices 
were quiet, " if you have one grain of decency left in 
your breast, rid the house of these abominable men !" 

" But they won't go, I tell you!" answered Dolly. 
" It isn't my house ; it's Jack Todd's ; you must ask 
him." 

She tossed her head in disdain. " Tou must take 
me for a fool, sir," she replied, " if you expect me to 
believe that absurd falsehood ! I am not a child, Mr. 
Ickle !" 

" Believe it <jr not, madam, as you please," I broke 
in, to relieve Dolly, *^but the house and its contents 
are nevertheless mine, as your lawyer has, I believe, 
already explained to you. And, madam, permit me 
to add, that your behaviour— considering your stay 
under my roof is merely a matter of convenience and 
courtesy^— evinces very little gratitude and dignity." 

It was as much as I could do to refrain from 
laughter whilst I said this. I knew the effect the 
words " courtesy, convenience, and gratitude" woxild 
have upon her. She flung down the poker, making a 
clatter, compared with which our chorus was an agree- 
able whisper. 

"Insulting vagabond!" she muttered, frowning 
on me. 

To show her I was not frightened, I addressed her 
in a mild, kindly tone. " My friends, as the hour is 
late, will sleep at my house. May I inquire if the 
beds are prepared ?" 

The boys began to titter. " I do not ^^^ Vass^ 
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the resources of my establishment,** I continued, " but 
I imagine some of us will have to pass the night on 
the sofas. We shall require a few blankets. Shall 
I speak to my servants, or will you kindly do so ?** 

Bless me 1 if — instead of slaking my thirst for 
domestic knowledge — she did not advance boldly to 
the table, and, before our eyes, lay hold of the bottles, 
determined that drinking of all kinds should end for 
the night. She wanted, too, to walk off with the 
decanters. 

« Excuse me, madam," I cried, jumping up to stop . 
her, "but that brandy is mine! And so is that 
whisky !" I added, as she seized another neck. 

"Vile ruffians!** she exclaimed. "Sots! But 
wait till the morning, and 111 have you all swept into 
the streets like dirt. And as for you, Mr. Ickle,'* she 
continued, turning fiercely on Dolly, who, poor fellow, 
turned as white as the man in the moon, "as for 
you, fool that you are — I cannot find words to express 
my scorn.** 

We were deuced glad she couldn't, and went on 
with our song and full chorus. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 
ruLi OP sxnrrEBiKa and tiohting. — mbs. ioklb 

18 TAKEN WOBSE. 

The determined opposition offered by that bellicose 
telle, Anastatia, to my charitable efforts to free DoUy 
from his misery, affected my spirits, and jfiade me so 
pensive, I nearly picked my fingers to pieces. 

I could understand that she should object to my 
interference, she having a confused idea of the rights 
of property, and believing that she could do as she 
liked with " her own " — a term extended to her hus- 
band, not in an affectionate or poetic sense, but under 
the impression that he was included among various 
goods and chattels acquired by marriage. 

"Was it wrong of me to separate man and wife ? 
The Prayer-book was dead against me, but the police- 
reports were in my favour. 

I had heard the clergyman on that memorable 
morning, when Miss Anastatia De Cade, spinster, so 
gracefully held forth her virgin finger to receive the 
plain gold ring, that cost eighteen shillings — I heard 
that solemn divine warn me against parting those 
whom Grod had united. Yet in my daily paper I con- 
stantly read accounts of tired-out wives and outraged 
husbandS; i^pealing to judges and police maglstriatefii 
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to deliver them from the bondage of the church cere- 
mony. 

Upon my word I was in a fix. I flung myself into 
an arm-chair and meditated. 

It was impossible to believe that Heaven had in 
any way sanctioned this Bloomsbury match. Did it 
look like it ? True, one of the wretched couple had 
skipped into the church, determined to love and prove 
his love ; but I am certain that she in the lace and 
orange blossoms had walked to the altar as a successful 
speculator would to an office counter to receive the 
winnings of a prosperous venture. I*d bet a guinea 
old Bapha^ De Cade, when the business was over, 
rubbed his hands^ and called the solemn union a capital 
moming*s work. 

Decidedly, the angels had nothing to do with that 
marriage. I cannot understand how the angels can 
make mistakes. 

I would rather lay the blame of the ill-assorted 
union to the gentleman in black. I can imagine the 
fiend disguised as a porter, with a darned apron and 
silver badge, standing in the shadow of the gateway 
of Doctors' Commons, on the look-out for the meek, 
lamb-like Dolly ; grinning as he beheld the nervous 
youth sidling into the territory of Canterbury ; catch- 
ing hold of the poor innocent, and dragging him off to 
his own peculiar proctor, and sending him home again 
with a special licence, that has, by this time, turned 
to tiader. , 

An absurd marriage, with reckless love on the one 
aide, and no affection on the other — be toe fond \o b^ 
p$HtiQU8f b}i9 eold and ]^rudent^ 
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"When I feel inclined for matrimony, I will think 
of Anastatia and tremble. I will remember her con- 
tinual bickering and fighting for supremacy; her 
snapping at words, and hunting after little quarrels ; 
her groanings over petty cares, and longings for mean 
revenges ; and I will — no matter how deeply I may 
have compromised myself — risk damages in the Queen's 
Bench, and continue to make my own tea. 

Is it wrong to part man and wife ? If they love 
one another, yes ; but if to live together only means 
fighting together, then I say, send one south and the 
other north. 

If I were to behold two silly little children bruis- 
ing their pink flesh, scratching, biting, kicking at 
their plump little limbs, 'should I not lay myself open 
to be called a brute by the first respectable woman 
that passed, if I allowed the young cock-robins to 
finish their battle P At the risk of having both their 
mothers down upon me, I should part these plucky 
infants, and send one up the street and the other down 
the street. Before twenty minutes had passed, the 
chances are that these two cherubs would be cuddling 
together and sucking the same sugar-stick. 

So it is with those silly big children called hus- 
band3 and wives. Part them, and they feel repentant 
and loving ; for it is a curious condition of human 
nature, that when it is out of our power to injure, we 
frequently incline to benefit; indeed, when I hetkv 
that my enemy, whose presence on earth annoyed mef 
is buried, I call him "poor fellow/' and Bay "Jfe 
iftori^ nil nUti hmum'* Plilce Hts. Dolly in 
|eelia4, tmi alie w^ str^lv ^^ Vt wcss^'^'^v 



Z4A 7IK£ST ai&Ii IK BLOOMSBTTBX. 

Dolly at the Cape, and ask him to return to her 
bosom. 

It happened one day, that, having money in. my 
pocket which wanted to be spent, I stopped before a 
book-stall, and rummaged among a pile of coyerless 
books, thrown into one side of an orange-box, and 
labelled ** All at twopence." 

I bought one — ^the title caught me— called " The 
Marriage Eing;" indeed, being a wretch, I fancied it 
was a farce — to so low an ebb have the vulgar jars of 
domestic life degraded the holy state. 

To my disgust — the man refusing to return my 
money — I found I had bought a sermon. To have 
something for my cash, I read it. K such sermona 
were preached now-a-days, pews would let for better 
sums than playhouse-boxes. 

As 1 sat in my arm-chair, ruminating over tho 
unhappy married life of my friend Dolly, I recalled to 
mind portions of the sermon entitled " The Marriage 
Ring/' 

The good Bishop Taylor says, "Marriage is a 
school and exercise of virtue ;" but suppose the wife is 
a dull scholar, and shirks her exercises, as lazy school* 
girk will do ? " It hath in it," he also says, " less of 
beauty but more of safety than the single life ; it hath 
more care, but less danger ; it is more merry and more 
sad ; it is fuller of sorrows and fuller of joys ; it lies 
under more burdens, but is supported by all the 
strengths of love and charity, and those burdens are 
delightful.'* 

You see the bishop is very feirly divided between 
^b^fi^^ys of celibacy and wedlock^ even wbentiie union 
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is a happy one. But what if, as was Dolly's case, his 
strength of love and charity should alone be taxed to 
bear the burden — ^would marriage be delightful then ? 
I fancy not ! "While he is making a strong back to 
bear up under the cares, the sorrows, and the sadness, 
she loUs on the sofa, and claims the joys and comforts 
as her portion of the package. 

If the lively 4Jiastatia had sat under the good 
Bishop of Dromore, and he had, foreseeing how foolish 
a match she would make, delivered this sermon for 
her special warning, it could not have applied to her 
better than it does — ^without a line being altered. 
Discoursing on the caution requisite in marrying, he 
tells her how she ought, when newly-married, to avoid 
offending her husband ; he counsels her to be careful 
to avoid little vexations; she should abstain from 
those things to which she and Dolly are respectively 
averse; and they should, both of them, avoid nice 
distinctions of mine and thine. Against each and 
every of these injunctions had the finest girl offended, 
and, as to the nice distinctions of property, her only 
glory was, " That she had a settlement, thank G-od !" 

Presently, in this sermon comes a truth, hard and 
stinging as whipcord, that mtist have been intended 
for my Anastatia. " "Women that change their liberty 
for a rich fortune," cries the good man, evidently re- 
ferring to the finest girl, " show themselves to be less 
than money, by overvaluing it to all the content and 
wise felicity of their lives; and when they have 
counted the money and their sorrows together; how 
willingly would they buy, with the loss of all that 
money, modesty, or sweet nature to their relative T' It 
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was to avoid that day of reckoning, that counting of 
cash and care, that I resolved to part mj doves. 

There is also a very remarkable passage, which I 
could vow is an intended hit at poor Dolly, for allow- 
ing himself to be captivated by the extraordinary per- 
fections of that incomparably fine woman. '^ As very 
a fool is he," thunders Bishop Taylor, jGbting his eye 
savagely on my foolish Dolly, " As very a fool is he 
that chooses for beauty principally (as one said), 
* whose eyes are witty and their souls sensual;' it is 
an ill band of affection to tie two hearts together by 
a little thread of red and white ; and they can live no 
longer but until the next a^ue comes ; and they are 
fond of each other, but at the chance of fancy, or the 
small-pox, or child-bearing, or care, or time, or any- 
thing that can destroy a pretty flower." 

Thank goodness ! Anastatia had been vaccinated, 
and she was a flower of a tough, hard-wearing, arti- 
jGu^ial sort ; but yet the face that had made Dolly's 
heart flutter, would wrinkle in time; the elegant, 
queen-like form, that had struck him as Juno-like, was 
already (the one o'clock luncheon did it) spreading ; 
and when he beheld his fair temple in ridns, perhaps, 
imlike Marius, he might not choose to sit among 
them. 

Yes, they must, they should be parted. I rose 
from my arm-chair, as a judge from the bench after 
giving judgment, feeUng I had decided fairly and 
according to evidence. Let man and wife, I cried (to 
myself), be dragged asunder, until they are fit to be 
united in sense and affection, as weU aa matrimony. 

My first step was to place Dolly under the strict 
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fiurveiUance of my trusty veterans, Dick and Fred, 
with injunctions that f hey were never to let him out 
of their sight, or allow Mrs. Ickle to talk with him, 
even though it should be through a keyhole or a closed 
window. 

I knew she would, as soon as she found the battle 
was gping against her, be essaying her fascinations on 
the o-ver-sensitive little man, and then the chances 
were, Dolly would not only retuijn to his captivity^ 
but tura round and abuse me, as a mischief-maker 
and the destroyer of the peace of families. 

But my brave boys, Pred and Dick, were especially 
commanded to make their watching as pleasant and 
friendly as they could. They were to take advantage 
of the sunihine to row on the river ; on wet days, a 
visit tp the billiard-room would help to keep the un- 
suspecting j}olly from dreaming of his fine wife. I 
even sent th«m one evening to the theatre, though it 
was at a heav^ outlay to me — Dick's boots being burst 
open like acrmped cod, and Fred's slit shirt-front so 
closely resemUing a paper fly-catcher, I was obliged 
to lend them loth decent wearing apparel, which, as I 
am a ChristiaE, they never returned. 

The first rme Mrs. Ickle resorted to was to feign 
illness. The trick is stale and much used ; but, as it 
l^Bually succeeds, perhaps she was justified in trying 
it on. 

She set abott it in a very determined manner. Of 
course she wished to acquaint Dolly with the perilous 
state of her health by signs and tokens, without posi- 
tively being reiuced to the vuJgar method of using 
the English lanpiage. For thia igws^o^^ ^^ \s€^^^ 
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over to her interests an unworthy female domestic, of 
the name of Mary Wnmbs — a low creature, who had 
formerly been under-housemaid, and who, for tlie 
ralue of a worn-out silk dress, allowed herself to be 
tempted from her path of duty to me, her master. 

TPhis narrow-minded female was instructed to 
knock at the door whenever we were talking earrestly, 
and, with missus's compliments, inquire if we would 
mind " making a little less noise, because she vas very 
ill indeed." 

It was, at such times, difficult to retain aiy power 
over the absurd Dolly. In vain did I intrest him not 
to spoil all our work, by falling into the very first 
trap that was set to catch him ; in vain ad I assure 
him that Mrs. Ickle was in excellent health, and only 
trying to regain her influence over him, by working 
on his sympathies. 

He answered my assertion^ with enrreaties to be 
allowed to rush up-stairs to the ailing beauty — ^he 
would give me his word of honour, as agentleman, to 
stay only two minutes ; he wouldn't even speak a 
word ; he only wished to look at her, and judge for 
himself, because, you know," . . . . 

"My good Dolly," I answered, **> will be time 
enough for you to pay the visit whei the doctor is 
sent for." 

'*But suppose," argued Dolly, "suppose she 
should be trying to kill herself, determined to pine 
down to a skeleton, or encoxiraging an attack of 
broken heart." 

" Don't tell me !" I replied ;," a woton of her con- 
etitutiou can't do it, air." ' 

\ 
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Leaning towards the staircase, lie entreated to bd 
allowed just to look through the door-crack. 

It was time to speak as decidedly and grufily as I 
could. 

" Go, if you like, Mr. Ickle !" I observed ; " but 
if you do — ^mind, I leave this house, and the conse- 
quences be on your own head — only don't ask me to 
help you again — that's all !" 

Thus did I check his maudlin sentiment, and save 
him from the pitfall. She was a wonderful woman, 
that fine Anastatia, energetic and strategetic, with 
everything in her to make a heroine, except the 
heroism. The wit, the ingenuity, the impudence she 
displayed in the days of her sham sickness, to coax, 
frighten, or annoy Dolly, proved the versatility of 
her transcendent ability at making herself disagree- 
able. 

That low wretch, Mary "Wumbs, was the instru- 
ment she employed to vex us. If we, by accident, 
left our door open, that female would take advantage 
of our forgetfulness, and shout out, at the top of the 
kitchen stairs, to cook below, that "Missus would take 
a cup of tea for dinner — ^not strong, cook ! and no dry 
toast, thank you." 

Instead of moving me to compassion with this 
shouting forth of affiction, I would walk into the hall 
and request that there might be " a little less noise 
there.'* 

Then the fawning menial, knowing Dolly was 
listening, would begin a doleful tale of suffering. 
" Missus hadn't slept for two nights ; and as for eat- 
ing ! no, not as much, aa «b ck\xsx&\ ^jsA^^s— ^^^^k\ 
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Wumbs — ^thought a cup of tea might ease her head, 
which was on fire." 

" Twenty cups of tea, if Mrs. Ickle desires them," 
I would reply ; ^' but less noise in the passage ; it is 
indecent !" 

My folly was in answering, and so giving her a 
chance of spinning out the conversation. ' ' Certainly^ 
sir," she would continue, "she was very. sorry, only 
what with nursing poor missus's dreadful attack, and 
seeing her fall away by ounces under her very eyes, 
her head was nowheres, and she scarce knew' what she 
was doing." Shaking her cap solemnly, she would 
add, " that unlessmissus rallied pretty soon,it wouldnH 
be long before the shutters were closed somewhere, 
and more crape worn in a certain house than perhaps 
some people dreamt of." 

So determined was Mrs. Ickle that we should each 
day be acquainted with the exact state of her health, 
that scarcely a breakfast passed without Mary Wumbs 
disturbing our meal with her objectionable presence 
and absurd requests. 

One morning she tapped at the door to ask Mr. 
Ickle, if you please, if he knew '* where the laudanum 
was kept." 

** Laudanum !" cried Dolly, " good Heavens, no ! 
Dear me!" 

" Missus says, please," answered Mary Wtunbs, 
" there's a big bottle of it somewhere !" 

" What do you want with laudanum ?" I inquired. 

" It's to rub the side with, please, sir, and move 
the pain!" replied the humbug, with great affability; 
''Bpaama of the heart, I thiixk i&ia«\3A ^Uq^^ it." 
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I was too knowing to seem even to doubt this fear- 
ful intelligence. I pretended to look grave ai;d anxious, 
and desired the girl to return to her mistress, and in- 
form her that, as her indisposition was evidently grave, 
I should be happy to offer any medical aid in my 
power. 

When the girl had departed, I observed to Dolly, 
who was staring about him wildly, " If your wife is 
really ill and in pain, she will be only too glad to 
accept my services, in the hope of obtaining relief; 
but if she is merely trying to frighten you, she will 
not have courage enough to resist this opportunity of 
insulting me by an impertinent reply. We'll consider 
this as a proof decisive of her state of health. Are 
you willing?'* 

In a marvellously short time, Mary Wumbs re* 
turned with " Missus's compliments and best thanks, 
but when she wants a doctor, she'll prefer having some 
one who is a doctor, and, though much obliged, she 
hasn't strength enough to be experimented upon by 
students, thank you." 

We couldn't help laughing at this spiteful mes- 
sage ; indeed, Dolly himself joined in the shout. The 
culprit was so neatly detected. 

We made up our minds that we should be £a.voured 
with no further inteUigence of the lady's indisposi- 
tions. 

But we were wrong. !For the last time an attempt 
was made to frighten us into subjection and repent* 
ance. The girl, the next day, when we were assembled 
at lunch, without tapping at the door, rushed in among 
us, with h^ bonnet and ehawl on, requesting to \s^ vcl- 
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formed where she could obtain twenty healthy leeches 
directly. 

The other fellows were convulsed with laughter, 
but I succeeded in keeping my countenance. " The 
side again, Mary ?" I inquired. 

No, this time the temples were "choked with 
blood, and missus wandering and talking all manner 
of things." 

" Can she recognize any one ?*' I asked. 

" Poor creature, she didn't even know me I" cried 
Mary Wumbs, blinking her eyes tearfully ; ** thought 
I was her mother come to take her home, and was, oh 
dear, so grateful and anxious to go !" 

" If she cannot recognize anybody,*' I said, rising, 
" I will visit the lady, and see what had better be 
done." Away flew Mary, and we heard her locking 
her mistress's door. 

" My dear Dolly,"- 1 said^ turning to the little 
man, " I hope you are now convinced that this pre- 
tended illness is merely a ruse de guerre^ a favourite 
one among married ladies, who calculate that their 
husbands, even if they are not subdued by the 
trumped-up sufferings of the darling wife, will at 
least cringe before the idea of a doctor's bill. You 
need have no anxiety, I can promise you, for Mrs. 
Ickle's health is excellent. She eats and sleeps well; 
I'll be bail ; and if you'll only have a little patiencCi 
she will behave well too !" 

In the afternoon we went out for a stroll, and on 
our return were greatly surprised to find the street 
door knocker tied up with a white kid glove. 

That was a new and. otvg^al ideo^ and uncom-* 
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monly "interesting." It was of course done to in- 
form the passers-by that somebody in the house was 
dangerously ill. Still it had a babyfied look about it, 
which, being a bachelor, annoyed me. 

I ordered Mary Wumbs to be summoned. " Con- 
found it, Mary!" I exclaimed, good-humouredly, 
" how is this ? one would fancy there had been an 
addition to the family !" 

The jade turned up her eyes to heaven, "Addi- 
tion!" she cried, "more likely some poor suffering 
creature snatched from us ! It's no addition, and 
thank you, sir, all the same for kind inquiries ; but if 
them fainting fits continue many hours longer, some- 
body will go out of this house, as will never want 
house-room again, poor sweet soul ! " 

" Are you sure the ^faintings are not a feint alto- 
gether?" I asked, looking at her^ sternly, whilst I 
made the solemn pun. 

She didn't reply, but stared back at me and looked 
saucy ; so I added, purposely inventing the incident to 
convict the brazen hussey, " The next time your mis- 
tress is taken \dth. a fainting fit, tell her not to sit 
reading so near the window." 

Whether I made a lucky guess or not, I cannot 
say, but Mary "Wumbs scampered up-stairs at a pace 
which enabled me to see that she wore black stockings, 
and that her boots were not laced up. 

We were left in quiet to ourselves for a day or two 
after this signal victory. I almost began to hope that 
Mrs. Ickle would soon be well enough to leave us in 
peace, and in sole possession of the house. 

But no Buch good fortune was in store. Evei^ 
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Dolly was startled at the tranquillity permitted to us, 
and concluded that she had given over the fight. In a 
spasm of courage, he informed me in secret, that if 
he could only contrive to get his wife passed to her 
settlement in Bloomsbury, returned to the house of 
her birth, among the lovely members of the De Cade 
generation, he should have very strong hopes of hap- 
piness to come, for ''she will find out the difference 
then, I can assure you," he whispered. " I !^now the 
De Cades now, thoroughly, and perhaps they would 
teach her that no one, not even her own dear parents, 
feel for her the love, or would undergo the sacrifices, 
that her husband would be but too happy to make, if 
he could only see her contented, civil, quiet, and 
happy." 

As a last attempt, Dr. Le Dert, the family adviser, 
was sent for by the fair humbug. Our two days of 
peace were vouchsafed from no consideration for our 
personal comfort, but were due to the Post-office 
authorities requiring that time for the delivery of the 
letter in Guildford Street. 

That talented medical gentleman — the famoua 
author of "Are your Ducts free?" responded to the 
summons with praiseworthy alacrity, it being at least a 
live guinea job. We beheld his arrival. 

Before the loud double knock had ceased to echo 
up the staircase, Mary . Wumbs, that diligent watcher 
from bed-room windows, had opened the street door, 
and was ushering the doctor towards the sick ehamber 
with the utmost respect. I heard the talented Le Dert^ 
the immortal writer on Ducts, inquire in Us blandest 
tmeBf " And Jiow is the patient te-da;^, imrse T' 
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And I heard nurse — alias Mary "Wumbs — ^with 
affecting suavity respond, ** Awful low, sir ; can't eat ! 
can't drink ! can't sleep ! can't talk ! can't nothing 
but sink!" 

As I skipped back into the room, I exclaimed, 
" My boys, we shall see some fun now ! it only wanted 
this to make it a complete screamer !" 

The cpnsultation above stairs was a lengthy affair ; 
we waited and waited, listening at the door to catch 
the first intimation of the dpctor's descent, for I was 
determined to have a few words in conversation with 
him before his departure. 

It was necessary not only to stop his visits, and 
save Dolly's purse, but also to contradict and defeat 
Mrs. Ickle's statements. 

To our surprise, Dolly and myself were summoned 
by the faithful Mary to a consultation with this 
esteemed wiseacre in the drawing-room. 

" Mr. Ickle, how are you ? glad to see you, Todd," 
exclaimed that amiable man, as we entered ; " happy to 
te]l you, gentlemen, our patient is in no immediate dan- 
ger — a mere matter of time and constant nourishment." 
The rogue was calculating his five guinea visits. 

Dolly v#ry properly sat down and remained silent, 
whilst I tackled the learned Le Dert. 

" Griad to hear you speak so sanguinely, doctor,'* 
I exlaimed ; " can you trace this illness to any cause ?" 

Directly he began to rub his chin I guessed what 
his reply would be, and I was right. 

'^ The ducts are not, I should say, performing their 
functions properly," he mit with imposing profeS'- 
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The innocent Dolly looked as if lie would have 
liked to have them punished for neglect of duty. 

" Appetite good ? " I asked. 

" None at all," he replied, in astonishment. 

" Porm much wasted ?" I inquired. 

" Not aa yet, thank Heaven ! " he answered. " The 
sustaining power of life is very fully exemplified in 
this interesting ease ; but I think that unless food be 
administered — internally — the frame must sink.'* 

"I agree with you,*' I replied to the humbug; 
"and which duct do you consider most in fault, 
doctor P" 

" Well," he replied, again stroking his chin, " I 
cannot say I like either the Ductus Biliaris or the 
Ductus Cysticus, I don't indeed ! Neither am I over 
pleased with the Ductus Pancreaticus ; they are none 
of them behaving to my liking." 

" There is another duct, I think, doctor," I added, 
" which, if I am any judge, is very much in fault." 

" Indeed !" he asked, startled at my impudence in 
meddling with the ducts at all. ''I shall be glad to 
hear what you have to say on the subject." 

" I refer more particularly,'* I observed, " to her 
OON-nucT. Ask my friend Ickle ; that has of late 
been very irregular, and, like your ducts, not at all to 
7iis liking." 

He didn*t know whether to be angry or smile ; 
but, as his fee was still owing, he determined to be 
pleasant. 

"I can assure you, doctor," I continued, "the 
appetite is excellent. My cook can vouch for that. 
My only object in making this disclosure was to pre- 
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vent your time being wasted, when so many patients 
are clamouring for your assistance." 

I said this slily, for I knew he liked five-guinea 
patients uncommonly. 

" In fact, doctor," I added, " the case resolves 
itself into a highly interesting specimen of the domes- 
tic quarrel. Which wine will you take ?" 

"Tou speak very decidedly, Todd," he cried in 
astonishment, glancing at Dolly. Then, remembering 
himself, he added, " Claret !" 

" I always do in my own house," I retorted, 
"LafitteorLaEose?" 

" Mrs. Ickle mentioned something about your 
having purchased the property. Allow me to wish 
you joy," he answered, but mildly. *^Lafitte, thank 

TOU." 

I did not get rid of my professional friend until 
the bottle was finished, and (at my advice) Dolly had 
paid him his fee, which he pocketed with an unctuous 
smack of the lips, which the wine (Mrs. Ickle's selec- 
tion) had failed to call forth. 

"Never mind the five guineas," I observed to 
Dolly, who was looking glum after parting with his 
money. " It is cheap at the price — one loss and the 
last. We should have had the old quack here three 
times a-week, and in the end you must have paid him 
Your wife would have insisted on it after you were 
reconciled." 

** Eeconciled," muttered Dolly, looking up^ in 
astonishment. 

"Eeconciled!" I echoed. " Of course you don't 
feiicy wo are fighting and wasting alL\i!Kv^ ^^\>kSt^S^^^ 
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for nothing. In a few months, please Gk>d, you shall 
be the happiest husband in England, and Mrs. lekle 
the most affectionate wife, or we shall hare misspent 
our time most stupidly." 

Poor Dolly trembled with delicious hope. 

" Oh !" he cried, " don't talk in that decided man- 
ner ; I wish you wouldn't. Suppose it shouldn't come 
true!" 

" But it shall come true, I tell you," I thundered 
out. " Do you think Jack Todd is a fool ! I'll gua- 
rantee a reconciliation in two months from to-day, or 
you may kick me into pulp." 

" Thank God for that ! I feel better," murmured 
Dolly. " I hope I shall not hare to kick you." 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 

EEMABKABLB HTCIDENT IN THE LIFD OF A BAD iCAK. 

Afteb lingering at the point of death for nearly a 
week, and forcing the miserable Mary Wumbs to tell 
as many fibs as would have sufficed for twenty Jew 
horsedealers, in the wholesale way, the foiled Anas» 
tatia became convinced that we were a set of heart- 
less brutes, and quite undeserving of the frightful 
sufferings she had undergone. 

Unfortunate, yet splendid woman ! in the expecta- 
tion that Dolly must and would relent, she had bought 
.new nightcaps, of the choicest material and most an- 
noyingly coquettish shapes. So lovely did she look^ 
with her fine glossy hair peeping forth from the lace 
border, and a few bows of bright ribbon arranged 
about her morning jacket : so pathetic was her atti- 
tude as she reclined on the sofa, supported by pillows : 
so touching was the expression of her languid, half* 
closed ieyes, her slightly-opened mouth, and pearl- 
powdered cheeks, that had Dolly visited her, as she 
confidently expected, that undone Cupid would have 
uttered a yell of rapture, and fallen on his knees to 
kiss her pretty slippers — a slave, a miserable captive ! 

But Bcdly was looked after too sharply ; he had 
BO chanee of disgradiig faifi tet* 
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I fancy madam's sudden and miraculoas recovery 
was, in a great measure, due to me. I happened to 
discover, on the second-floor landing table, a neatly 
arranged tray, containing a delicious dish of curried 
chicken, which the thoughtless Mary Wumbs had de- 
posited for a few minutes, whilst she was preparing 
the table in the sinking martyr's room. 

Decidedly, curried chicken is not a proper diet 
for an invalid subject to the heart disease, blood to 
the head, and fainting fits. It was my duty, as a 
Middlesex Hospital man, to remonstrate gently. 

So I tore a leaf from my pocket-book, and scrib- 
bled the following observation : — 

" Though I stood at the door of grim death, 
Exhausted by sorrows and worry : 
Yet one thing would coax back my breath — 
And that is a dish of good curry." 

This I popped under the cover, placing it on the dry 
rice in such a way, that the moment she proceeded to 
business, she must catch sight of my poetical eflusion. 

The next day, I am happy to say, the charming 
Mrs. Ickle was sufficiently recovered, not only to 
leave her bedchamber, but even to take the air on 
foot ; and I will frankly confess I have seldom seen 
her in more captivating health, or her crinoline more 
extensive. As she — about six o* clock — indulged in 
pork chops, and I had the honour of inspecting the 
bones after the repast was over, I consider I am not 
overstepping the bounds of reason, if I assert that 
her convalescence was complete. 

Then came the exciting question, would Mrs. 
IcHe, now she ^&b w^^U «ao\x!^ \,o %o Kome to her, 
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friends, be so obliging as to leave us to ourselves, or 
would she still persist in honouriDg us with her 
fashionable presence ? 

It struck me as improbable that a ladj of such 
energy and mental powers should give up the battle 
so easily. Her eye looked defiance, her deportment 
was commanding, her nose was inclined to upturning. 
She might be defeated, but not conquered ; bless me, 
far from it. 

"With her usual kindness and consideration she 
did not long leave us in doubt as to her intentions. 
One sunny afternoon, when the dry roads sent up 
their clouds of dust, thick as steam on a washing-day, 
a cab, with a portmanteau on the roof, drew up before 
the classic portico of our villa. 

"By Jingo!" I exclaimed, "here's that Bob 
again!" though I ought to have remembered that 
Bob never, in his life, owned a portmanteau, but only 
a frayed carpet-bag without handles. 

A foreigfier remarkable for the breadth of his 
countenance, from which the cheek-bones protruded 
like elbows— a man distinguished not only for the 
elegance of his costume, but also for the size of his 
ears, which were hard and thin, and had apparently 
been flft-ironed, gave a spirited knock at the door. 

My dear Dolly, on beholding this foreigner, gave 
way to certain eccentric contortions of his body, 
which, to a disinterested observer, would seem to 
proceed from either acute inflammation of the interior 
works, or from his having incautiously placed a live 
crab in his breeches pocket. 

But with him it was the spirit that was wri^#a^. 
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*^ By Heavens l" lie gasped, " What does that fellow 
want here? It's that German vagabond, Herr 
Kutter, come again ! " 

Bj all the fish in the sea ! if my dear Mrs. Ickle 
did not herself open the street door, and welcome her 
guest ! She pushed Mary Wumbs aside, and worked 
the massive door-handle with her own fair fingers. 

We listened intently, and heard her, in a playfol 
voice, at once fascinating and child-like, express her- 
self charmingly as to the intense pleasure she felt on 
beholding the broad-faced man. Her dress rustled, 
as if her overpowering delight forced her to be con- 
stantly on the move — ^hopping up and down on her 
toes with a kind of skipping-rope motion. 

That fiend in gingham, Mary Wumbs, was re- 
quested to carry the portmanteau to a particular bed- 
room, and when she had done so, she was to inform 
the cook that dinner must not be a minute later than 
six, and that she, cook, was to do the duck ! And 
this in my house, under my roof! Duck ! ! Oh oh ! 
my lady ! your friend, the German, had tumbled into 
a nice thing of it ! 

To calm my Mend Dolly's excited feelings, I 
talked to him in a lulling, soporific tone. " You see, 
my good boy," I observed, " to what extremes rage 
and a craving for revenge will drive a woman. Even 
respect for her own good name will not restrain her. 
In the hope of wounding you beyond endurance, Mrs. 
Ickle defies even the gossip of the neighbourhood." 

"Til have his blood!" roared Dolly, glaring 
fiercely, as if he couldn't wait a moment for the 
delicacy. 
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" You shall have something better than his blood," 
I answered. '^ You shall have a good laugh at this 
captivating elephant ; you shall see him hunted out of 
the house, flying before the hot pursuit of my brave 
boys, glad to escape with his ears on. Nothing would 
delight Mrs. Ickle more than for you to give a 
romantic turn to her stupidity, by challenging this 
humbug-foreigner. TVe must, manage better than 
that ; he must be joked and laughed out of the house. 
Promise me to remain quiet, and I'll undertake to 
punish him to your heart's content. This is evidently, 
&om its recklessness, your wife's last attempt for 
supremacy, and I'll pledge you my honour, it shall 
soon be foiled." 

" But, good God !" cried Dolly, "they will, at any 
rate, pass the evening together. I can never allow 
such a thing ! Is it likely ? " 

"My dear boy," I replied, "you need feel no 
alarm about that. Be sure that Mrs. Ickle, though 
she appears to have no respect for your happiness, is 
too considerate of her own welfare to risk a verdict 
at law. So long as you have six hundred a-year there 
is no fear of her being faithless. Besides, they shall 
not pass a very agreeable or quiet evening, Til pro- 
mise you.'* 

My first step was to send forth those two faithful 
boys, Pred and Dick, with orders to scour Twicken- 
ham and Bichmond in search of itinerant musicians. 
My boys were particularly enjoined to give the pre- 
ference to German bands, not only as a delicate com- 
pliment to Herr Kutter's nationality, but principally 
because the performances of these brass«blowuag waa- 
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dering minstrels usually make me feel ill, and reason- 
ing analogically, I had hopes that the yisitor^s 
enormous ears, if not pretty, were at least good 
soundboards and musically inclined. 

If my memory serves me rightly, I further re- 
quested my brave boys to secure the services of a 
performer on the organ. Tes, I did. 

Neither did I remain twiddling my thumbs whilst 
my trusty veterans were doing their work. I re- 
membered, having in my rambles passed a dilapidated 
house, which, from its having been so long unlet, had 
become a favourite lodging for cats. Looking down 
into the area of that house — as I might look down 
into the bears' pit at the Zoological Gardens — I had 
beheld these interesting animals, of every colour and 
in every stage of disease, from hunger to mange, try- 
ing to forget the world and its ills, by tucking in their 
paws and sleeping. It was a reservoir of cats; a 
place worth knowing in case you might want cats. 
I did. 

Dolly carried a basket, and I some food. He 
liked doing the heavy work ; it made him think he 
was important. We soon reached the crumbling 
tenement, and having roused the animals from their 
dreams with such compliments as " Pretty Puss " and 
"Nice little Tittie," we coaxed them within reach 
with pieces of meat. 

"Whether they had long been unaccustomed to 
flattery, and were pleased with our manners, or 
' whether they were seduced by the victuals, is unim- 
portant ; but, in less than half an hour, we had bagged 
' tour vicious, lean, animals, that seemed purposely 
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made for bounding about a bedroom, scratching at 
legs, or darting up window curtains. The moment 
they were in the basket they commenced swearing. 

Another thing I did, I remember. As we passed 
the gaily lighted shops, I purchased some thin iron 
wire, half a dozen strong red herrings, and a pint of 
spirits of wine. I felt sure I should want them. 

Nothing like activity and decision when you set 
about work. The moment we heard Mrs. Ickle and 
her visitor rattliug their knives — over that duck, no 
doubt — I crept up-stairs to the foreigner's bedroom, 
taking my cats with me. He had evidently been 
there to make his toilet, for the portmanteau was un- 
locked (which made it very easy to me for stowing 
away the red herrings among the fancy shirts), in- 
deed, his night-govm was on the bed. 

It did not take long to tie the sleeves of that 
useful article of evening costume securely roimd the 
neck of my most vicious quadruped — the black one 
with the big yellow eyes. To the legs of the other 
animals I attached iron wires, and having securely 
deposited the pretty creatures in cupboards, I led the 
thin wires under the cracks of the doors, and along 
the floor into the passage outside, where I securely 
fastened them to a stair rod. In a similar way I 
fastened a wire to the wash-hand stand, and also to 
the dressing-table. 

Scarcely had I completed my arrangements, when 
my dear Dick and Pred returned with the joyful 
tidings that two brass bands, and a flute organ, would 
be outside Mrs. Ickle's window by seven punctually. 
They would, if required, have come before that time^ 
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but, from a foolish delicacy, I could not bear the 
thoughts of spoiliug that duck, so I delayed the 
serenade till tbe dessert was on the table. 

I was at tbe street door to receive my artistes, and 
a very sweet, interesting show they made, for many 
of them, more especially those who performed on tbe 
bi^ instruments, were mere infants. The child 
with the ophicleide might comfortably have slept 
in it. 

After conducting the lads to the window, behind 
which the duck bad been devoured, I ordered the 
first band to set to work, leaving directions that as 
Boon as it was tired the other was to begin, and if 
both of them felt exhausted, then the flute organ wiusi 
to favour us with a melody. 

In my dictionary, Mr. Noah "Webster gives as one 
of his definitions of Noise — " Music in general ; a 
concert." That was the kind of music my young 
Germans obliged us with. I have heard many riots 
in my time, including a tin- worker's shop, bell-ringers 
studying, and Q-reenwich fair, but I must confess mj 
talented little trumpeters could hardly be surpassed 
for fine ^* noise." 

At the beginning of the concert, I had requested 
them to prolong the tuning of their instruments as 
long as, in accordance with their enthusiastic notions 
of the art, they could; but the moment they were 
fairly started, I saw my error. The little one at the 
other end of the trombone, hiccupped up his tube 
bold bubbles of sound that exploded finely ; the cor- 
net, besides being cracked, had water in its pipes, 
which made it flicker and flare like gas. The trom« 
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bone not doing his duty, I kept my eye on liim, and 
forced him to make his instrument speak louder. 
Considering all things, as I stood at the door listening 
to Stride la Vampa, I felt pleased, and almost wished 
Verdi had been by my side, to watch the workings of 
his expressive countenance. 

Still the victims never moved. Could it be pos- 
sible that Mrs. Ickle was pleased, or the German 
soothed? At my command the operatic air was 
changed to a sprightly cellarius, in which the flute 
organ kindly joined. The rapid movement of the 
music soon told upon my youthful executants, and 
made them jerky. That touched the parlours to the 
quick. I heard Herr Kutter tap at the window 
panes. Instantly both bands were joined into one, 
and Fartant pottr La Syrie made the welkin ring. 

Now my charm was working finely. The Herr 
threw up the window and threw out money, shouting 
savage German words, which undoubtedly meant 
" Begone demons !** 

There was no time for courtship and flirting in 
that parlour, I guess; and I didn't intend there 
should be. "Waving my arms, I encouraged my little 
windy band to resolve themselves into thin air puffed 
through their brass pipes. As the bold notes grew 
bolder, the parlour door opened, and out rushed the 
enraged German. 

But he was somewhat taken aback 'at finding me 
standing on the front step, and completely blocking 
his egress. 

Directly he saw me he stamped and cried " Aie !" 

I immediately answered, "Yes \ very i^rett^?* 
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He stamped again, and shouted, " No ! No !" 

I replied, " Yes ! Yes !" following his words up 
closely. 

In despair he thrust his fingers into his ears, made 
just such faces as if he had been sucking a lemon, 
and feeling wild he fell into an Indian dance, lifting 
his legs in rapid succession; but all he said was, " Go ! 
Go !" whilst he motioned towards my performers. 

I shook my head and smiled; "Stop! Stop!" I 
replied. On hearing my answer, he gave a leap, and 
darted head foremost back into the parlour, where I 
suppose he had a fit — at least, I hope so. 

The serenade lasted up to eleven of the clock, 
when, hearing Mrs. Ickle ring, as I rightly imagined, 
for the bedroom candlestick, I dismissed by broken- 
winded rioters with liberal payment, and four jugs of 
table beer, leaving them to enjoy their pleasant moon- 
light stroll back to Whitechapel, whilst I devoted 
myself to the proper carrying out of the various 
tortures in store for my broad-faced admirer of other 
men's married property. 

My dear Dolly, who with Dick and Pred had been 
leaning from the library window enjoying the music, 
complimented me highly on the success of my ruse. 
My little friend was deeply moved, and tried to ex- 
press his gratitude by making me drink cold brandy 
and water. 

" I say, Jack," he observed, with a sly look, " I 
don't think it was much use his whispering compli- 
ments in her ear — do you ? If he had shouted at the 
top of his voice, she couldn't have heard him." 

The first intimation we had of the German gent 
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being in trouble, was his door being suddenly flung 
open, and a shower of herrings falling into the hall. 
Not to miss the fun, we crept up-stairs to his chamber 
and listened. He was growling and " phooing'* with 
his lips, as though he disliked the smell of herrings. 
All my iron wires were safe. 

We could, by the sound, follow every stage in the 
process of our victim's undressing. It was as much 
as we could do to restrain our laughter, anticipating 
the scene there would be when our Lothario found 
that savage black cat scarifying his shoulders worse 
than cupping. It would sicken him of making love 
to married ladies for some time to come. 

To prevent anything like a mishap, I had carefully 
rolled up the vicious black animal in the ample linen 
of the man's night garment, completely concealing it 
from sight. Unfortunately for himself, this wretched 
German was an unusually active undresser, nervous 
of catching cold, unless he was quick in his opera- 
tions ; so it happened that no sooner had he slipped 
off his day shirt, than he snatched up his bedgown, 
unwinding it with a jerk that completely whirled the 
pretty black puss into the air, whence, with all its 
talons sticking out like knife-blades, it descended on 
to the man's back, sticking to him with fish-hook 
tenacity, whilst he, half crazy witli fright, and yet 
made athletic by the pain, jumped about the room, 
lashing his legs, and swearing in strong German — the 
half- wild cat replying to his oaths by growling like a 
demon. 

We had just time.to scamper oft* when the bed- 
room door was a second time ^«kS>«vcycL^^ ^-^cs:^^^ 
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back, and the pretty black pussj was sent flying after 
the herrings. I am happy to say that by the morning 
she was sufficiently recovered to make a hearty break- 
fast on three of the preserved fish. 

"We had resolved not to commence our more im- 
portant diableries until about two o'clock in the 
morning, so as to allow the fellow to fall into a sound 
sleep. It was a long time to wait, and the boys were 
impatient ; but I was obstinate, for, as I told them, 
the fright would go for nothing unless the fellow was 
aroused from a deep, refreshing slumber. 

We sat round the kitchen fire, watching the clock 
and perfecting our plans. At length the eight-day 
gave the welcome signal, and taking off our boots we 
crept up-stairs to tbe doomed bedroom. I distributed 
the wires, reserving to myself the dressing-table and 
a big gray cat I had great hopes of as a finished 
howler, who was concealed with a tabby Tom in the 
off cupboard. 

We first operated on the wash-hand stand, pulling 
it slowly from its place towards the centre of the 
room, the legs grating on the floor and the crockery 
making a clatter, that, as we expected, quickly aroused 
the German. We heard him spring up in bed to look 
about him, and his terror must have hien something 
overwhelming, for at that very moment we set the 
dressing-table in motion. 

As the wretch, by the light of the moon, beheld 
the furniture promenading about the room, he most cer- 
tainly made up his mind that the chamber was haunted. 

He gasped out something like, ^'Vat is dereP 
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such a fearful yelling from my big gray cat> that even 
I could not account for the excessive rumpus, until 
it struck me that most probably my gray and the 
tabby Tom had been crouching all night in opposite 
comers, spitefully eyeing one another, and that the 
moment I forced the one to move, the other had 
sprung upon him, and a battle ensued. 

Fearing that the German might leap out of bed 
and stop the sport, the other cat was set going. His 
voice was all we could wish. 

Such a riot was never heard ; the room seemed 
full of cats, or infuriated devils, or whatever the Ger- 
man's imagination preferred. As he made no remarks 
and uttered no cries, we concluded that he had dived 
under the bedclothes for safety, half dead with fright 
—and no wonder either — at beholding a wash-hand 
stand wandering about the apartment like a Christian 
somnambulist, followed by an active dressing-table, the 
whole enlivened by the unearthly music of rabid cats. 

"We kept this going on for full five minutes, until we 
heard the servants above opening their bedroom door 
to listen. Mrs. Ickle*s voice was distinctly recog- 
nized, inquiring, " Is that anybody ? Who are you ?" 

Then, as a grand climax, I took the bottle of 
spirits of wine from my pocket, and upset at least 
half of it close to the German's door, allowing it to 
flow under the crack into his room. The instant we 
had lighted it, we flew to our rooms and took oif our 
clothes, so that we might* seem, like the other 
frightened inmates, to have been roused from our 
slumbers, and to be able to make our remarks upon 
the foreigner's conduct. " . 
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I had scarcely undone my collar, when I heard a 
scream of " Fire !*' The foreigner yelled so, 1 was 
afraid the police would come to his assistance. Down- 
stairs I rushed, followed by the servants, whilst 
Madam Ickle leant orer the banister-rail, and ordered 
the shivering Mary "Wumbs instantly to take a candle 
and find out where the devouring element was mis- 
conducting itself. 

There was, as I had reckoned, no great damage 
done, beyond a singed drugget ; for the spirit, after 
the first blue blaze, had soon burnt itself up. "We 
discovered the German with starting eyes, gesticulat- 
ing both with legs and arms, straddling about and 
quivering his hands above his head, roaring for assist- 
ance, and declaring he'd rather go. 

I fiew at him. " Tou have been smoking in bed, 
sir, and set the place on fire," I cried. " That is a 
liberty I cannot ^ overlook ? You leave my house 
early in the morning ! Do you understand me, sir ?" 

Still bounding about like a crazy Bedouin, he 
yelled back at me, pluckily, " Gonfound your house, 
sare, and your sboking humbugs !*' 

" TVaking everybody up in this manner," I con- 
tinued, "because you cannot put down your filthy 
tobacco for a few hours. I'll not permit it ! In the 
morning, mind, sir— early." 

" "What you say ?" he responded, turning on me, 
and shaking his hands with passion. " Inte boming. 
Oh yas, cerdainly to be sure ; wit your dobacco hum- 
bugs. Ha! ha!" 

Without noticing his half-wild exclamations, I 
directed the footman, to %\xo^ t\y^ gentleman to 
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another bedchamber, on the story above. This was 
dohe, not so much for his particular comfort's sake, 
but that I might liberate the poor cats who had done 
us such important service. 

The servants informed me, the next day, that the 
German gentleman had rushed from the house, with- 
out breakfast, before seven, forgetting in his hurry 
even to leave a message for the captivating Anastatia 

*'Dear! dearT* cried Dolly, at breakfast, nearly 
choking himself, by trying to eat toast and laugh at 
the same time. "What fun! I wonder what my 
wife will say ?" 

She didn't say much, but she did a great deal. 
Blessed with perceptive powers such as^— thank good- 
ness I — seldom faU to the lot of trusting woman, Mrs. 
Ickle at a glance knew who were the real authors of 
the midnight disturbance. 

She called fop pen, ink, and paper, and gave vent 
to her feelings in the genteel art of letter-writing. 
The note was addressed to her husband, and ran as 
follows : — 

" My Bedroom. — Twelve. 

" Mr. Ickle, — ^Tour continued and undisguised bar- 
harity have, at length, reached such a culminating 
pitch of hrutalitt/, that I must seek elsewhere a sanc- 
tuary from your immanly violence. The insults hurled 
at the head of a wanderer from n, foreign land — I refer 
to a gentleman holding high and lucrative office in the 
service of the Frince of Scratchenhurg — whose only 
offence was that of being my friend, compel me to 
quit this house roB eveb ! The home I once so fondly 
dreamt of finding under yowr roof h&a &bd. \\ks6 ^ d/r Q<xm ^ 
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and I will seek consolation and protection in tlie ^m^ 
traces of those dear parents I must have been un- 
grateful and idiotic ever to have left. Adieu, Mr. 
Ickle ! If you can be happy ^ pray do not be miserable 
on my account; but may your conscience have no 
Bting ! My dear parents will soon be here, and I shall 
take the liberty of ordering Mr. Todd^s servants to 
have a hot lunch ready to welcome them. — Tour per^ 
eecuted wife, An astatia Ickle. 

" N.B. — I will thank you to send me a bottle of 
Bberry." 

Dolly handed me this note to read, and . I could 
not help congratulating him on his deliverance. 
*' Glorious, my boy !" I said. " This ends our labours, 
thank Heaven ! All the dirty work is over." 

He sat quiet and glum, and didn't appear to be at 
all delighted with the contents of the letter. 

" What's the matter, old fellow ?" I asked. " You 
don't seem best pleased ! Are you repenting ?" 

He answered — " I don't half like it. She says, 
for ever ! That does sound awful, doesn't it ? Foe 
evee! To tell you the truth, Jack, it has often 
struck me that we were not behaving towards her 
quite as we pught to have done. She was very cruel 
to me, I admit ; but, after all, you know, Jack, she is 
a woman." 

These are, of course, the thanks a man must ex- 
pect who sacrifices his professional studies, his peace, 
and purse, to arrange his friend's matrimonial differ- 

encea. 

** She is a womaxi) cet^:^^^^ ^ t«^<^^\ ^^"Wu^^ 
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is, I must insist, neither a delicate, a fragile, nor an 
artless one. Look at the difference, for instance, 
between your build and hers. On which side, do you 
think, the oppression and the cowardice lies P Have 
you the strength, or has she ? My dear boy, if I 
hadn't come here to rescue you, I tell you plainly, 
you would have been in your grave before the year 
was over." 

After sighing and playing with his fingersi he 
replied, "But foe evee! That is terrible! It is 
like dying — no difference, in fact." 

" Yes," I answered, " * for ever,' when it really 
means ' for ever,' is very like being dead and buried ; 
but I don't expect Mrs. Ickle's ideas of 'for ever' 
extend beyond an eternity of six, or, at the longest, 
seven months. I tell you, Dolly, this separation is 
positively and imperatively necessary, before you can 
either of you be happy as man and wife. Mrs. Ickle 
is not in her right senses, neither are you. She is 
choking with vanity, and you are in an absurd con- 
dition of maudlin affection. I am going to speak 
very plaiiily, and if you choose to be offended — ^why 
you must ; that's all." 

" My dear Jack !" jcried Dolly, as if such a thing 
as his being angry were impossible* 

"I only hope you will not," I continued, "for 
beyond serving you I have no interest in the matter. 
Up to this time, Dolly, your wife has been upbraid- 
ing herself with the flattering reproach^ that in 
marrying you she had performed an act of the 
greatest self-sacrifice. Her good opinion of herself 
Ib Buchy that she can soarcely eL<sv)Aft\i«t^)2^l^»sl£$^a^ 
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generosity in accepting you for a husband. It is for 
this reason that she treats you with such slight re- 
spect. Tou stand as no one in your own house ; she 
takes all the blessings you have bestowed upon her 
as unconcernedly as if they came to her by right and 
rule, as an offering to her superior qualities ; and as 
for feeling grateful to, or even recognizing you as the 
giver, so degrading a thought never enters her head. 
Have you not your reward in her ? "What is the 
value of a few pounds when compared vnth her great 
merit? She doesn't require your affection so long 
as she has your admiration ; the only response your 
love calls forth is a patronizing acknowledgment of 
your good taste in worshipping her." 

" Once," interrupted Dolly, " for more than a 
week, she loved me. Oh ! it only lasted a short time ; 
but it did me a great deal of good, and, I shall never 
forget it — never." 

"Without noticing his remark, I went on with my 
lecture. 

'* Wow, Dolly, until your wife's vanity and self- 
esteem are humbled, you must give up all hopes of 
domestic happiness. The only way, I can see, to 
bring about this happy state of things, is for you to 
separate for a time — ^for you to prove to her that it is 
actually possible for you to live without daily gazing 
on her charms, or revelling in her society.* That she 
now, I am confident, believes to be impossible. She 
.will, perhaps, have a better opinion of you afterwards. 
She is now, at this moment, expecting you in her 
room, surprised that, after reading her letter, you have 
not already cast youT^elt at IcLex&et^aiid implored her 
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to relent. When she threatened her ' for erer,' she 
only meant — until you choose to seek pardon and 
atone for your rebellion." 

" That I shall never do," cried Dolly, who was 
being gradually worked up into a very valiant con- 
dition of mind. 

" The most certain cure that I know of for vanity," 
I continued, " is to mix in the world, and be snubbed 
and buffeted into meekness. It soon teaches you 
your true value. Your wife will, in a few lessons, 
learn that the world* s opinion of her loveliness is not 
so decided as her own ; that there exist others, whose 
society, strange as it may seem to her, is more coveted 
than hers. I need not inform you, Dolly, that every- 
body does not entertain the same enthusiastic opinion 
of Mrs. Ickle's charms as you indulge in." 

"Hang it. Jack," cried the little man, jumping 
up, " I don't mind what you say ; but, confound it I 
I defy you to tell me where you can find a finer 
woman ! It's all d — d nonsense." 

" Never mind t^at, but attend to me," I replied. 
" Just now everything is going on beautifully, and, 
for mercy's sake, do not interfere. Let the daughter 
return to her parents. That will be lesson No. 1. 
She will neither be feted nor petted, as she antici- 
pates. She will humble them with her grand airs, 
and boasting of her money ; they will wonder to find 
their Anastatia so altered, and, eventually, sympathize 
with you. She will find it very oppressive and de- 
grading to be obedient to such a domineering old 
dentist as Papa Baphael, and Madame De Cade is al- 
ready more than half jealous of her Anastatia's good 
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fortune in life, and will do her utmost to snub her 
whenever she plays the fine lady." 

Dolly's eyes sparkled when I spoke of the quar- 
rels likely to occur in Bloomsbury Square. • 

"Besides," he suggested, with much eagerness, 
" Bob will be sure to borrow as much as he can from 
her, and she won't like that — will she, eh ?" 

" I'll take my oath she will neither like it nor lend 
it," I replied. " I have noticed that Mrs. Ickle is 
passionately attached to ready money ; indeed, it has 
occurred to me, when I have been bilious, as an ex- 
planation of her behaviour to you, that after she had 
got her settlement she rather regretted that it should 
be necessary to take you as well. But never mind 
that for the present. Take my advice, and let Mrs. 
Ickle go. She believes she has so many friends, she 
has no need of you. In a little time these friends 
will displease her and be cast aside. Then she will 
step forth into the world. Its neglect will astonish 
her. It is, with her , almost a necessity to hear her- 
self praised — ^you have got her into that bad habit ; 
it is also another of her necessities to be obeyed 
without a murmur, a failing you are solely responsible 
for. ^he will have to manage without these luxuries. 
Gradually she will find out that, after all, you are the 
only living being who really worships her, and she 
will think kindly and with regret of the days of her 
past glory, when she was choicely adored, and re- 
ceived sacrifices of gold and silver and fine raiment* 
She wiU remember you every time she is buffeted and 
pushed aside in the crowd, and compare their rough 
manners with your gentleness. Presently she will 
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notice that a married woman, separated from her 
husband, is looked upon with suspicion, and occa- 
sionally treated with levity. That will wound her to 
the quick, and make her wonder why a man whom 
she had treated with such contempt should be consi- 
dered so important a personage. Your dignity will 
improve exactly as hers decreases. She will then 
discover your utility, if not your merits. At length 
she will feel the loneliness of her life — without com- 
panions, her position in society forfeited, her grandeur 
departed, and not a voice to comfort or encourage. 
You will have the pleasure, Dolly, if you have pa^ 
tience, of listening to your wife's earnest entreaties 
to be taken back to your house and restored to your 
love. There ! isn't that worth fighting for ? Then, 
be a man, and do as I bid you." 

Worthy, tender-souled little fellow, the picture J 
had drawn of the repentant Anastatia ha4 filled his 
eyes with tears. He clasped my hand, and swore he 
would be adamant — harder, if anything could bQ 
harder than adamant. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

cosrvnos womse covfoustded. 

I OB/ECT to fierce women with powerful minds. I 
think I rather prefer a ladj with no mind at all — a 
poor, meek, obedient wife-of-aU-work, to one of tliose 
•tubbom, unemotional, argumentative creatures called 
clerer women. 

Instead of conquering a man in a legitimate 
manner, with a flow of tears, and an appeal to his 
feelings, thcj settle down to argue the point, check 
off their grievances on the tips of their fingers, and 
after calling their husband a brute, have the impu- 
dence to prove him one. 

As I hope for a fire-side of my own, as I dream of 
tea and toast, I wouldn't marrj a strong-minded 
female, no, not for her weight in ten-pound notes. 
Mjr choice shall be some gentle, patient angel, who 
takes her blowing-up kindly, and, however wrong I 
may have been, admits her behaviour to have been 
infamous, and implores my forgiveness. 

Your women with strong intellects conduct their 
quarrels with the coolness and discretion of a lawyer. 
They turn that little affair about the housekeeping- 
book into a very fit inquiry for a Divorce Court. 
They preserve letters, hunt up witnesses, engage ad- 
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vocates, and only appeal to the world when their case 
is perfected. The noise they make over their griev- 
ances is terrific. Before you are aware that you have 
even misconducted yourself, the subject* is being dis- 
cussed in tap-rooms, tradesmen know all the particu- 
lars by heart, and the unanimous opinion is that you 
have no business to call yourself a inan. 

But what I most especially object to in the be- 
haviour of ladies with powerful intellects, is the un- 
scrupulous manner in which they conduct their dis- 
putes. They are not truthful ; they make heartless 
experiments on the noblest feelings of our nature; 
they intimidate you, and test your worldly courage. 

A notorious example of this may be found in the 
letter which Mrs. Ickle (a very strong-minded 
womau) sent to her husband, threatening to leave 
him roB :6vee. She made use of the following 
threat : — " My dear parents will soon be here," and 
alluded to a hot lunch and a botile of sherry, whereas 
the truth was that she had never held the least cor- 
respondence with her beloved progenitors ; and that 
talented dentist, Raphael De Cade, had no more no- 
tion of the rumpus going on at the Twickenham villa, 
than he had of giving his wife a new dress, or five shil- 
lings in charity — ^two things he objected to on principle. 

The finest girl had speculated this audacious un- 
truth in the hopes of intimidating her little man, 
thinking to frighten him with the idea of old Raphael 
rushing to the rescue, brandishing his umbrella, sup- 
ported by mother-in-law ready to scream. Her mi- 
serable attempt failed, it is true, but the infamy of 
the act will endure for ever. 
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I have been informed (Mary "Wumfes turned 
against her mistress the day she was trodden on) that^ 
Mrs. Ickle, whilst composing the aforesaid tlireat<F 
ening letter, betrayed no agitation ; neither was she 
observed to wrestle with herself in the spirit, or, 
indeed, evince the slightest emotion. 

Eor some time she could not get her ideas to flow. 
Her greatest difficulty was to restrain her impetuosity, 
and refrain from unwholesome abuse. Such an op- 
portunity of favouring DoUy with a little of her mind 
might never occur again, yet the dread of furnishing 
*^that man " with evidence of her passionate nature, 
forced her to be moderate and calm. She sat nib- 
bling the top of her penholder for twenty minutes 
before she took her first dip of ink. 

¥rom her infancy she had been a pretty writer, 
remarkable in pothooks and imequalled in large tei^t, 
whilst her running hand always commanded envy. 
"Whilst she was friendly with her mother, that tender 
parent often pointed to her child's washing bills aq 
models of stylish calligraphy. 

Mrs. Ickle was kind enough to write and compose 
that letter for the benefit of the legal profession. 
She was persuaded that, sooner or later, her effusion 
would be produced in a court of justice ; and it was 
her ambition that both judge and jury should be con- 
vinced in their minds that she had been bred and 
bom a thorough lady. She selected the choicest 
paper in her desk. The number of sheets she tore up 
before she felt satisfied with her work, would have 
lighted the fire for a week. 

Pirst she addressed her husband as " Sir ;" but to 
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her fancy that partook too much of a servant ap- 
proaching a master, so she changed it to " Falsest of 
your false sex," but finally settled upon " Mr. Ickle," 
as less poetical, and more cutting and business-like. 

Had the choice of words rested solely with herself, 
she would have preferred styling poor Dolly ** Brute,*' 
or " Wretch," or to have wounded him to the quick 
by terming him " Man.'* But to oblige the judge 
and jury she restrained herself. 

When Mary Wumbs had been despatched with 
the letter, the finest girl delivered herself up to 
dreaming ; smiling savagely as she pictured to herself 
Dolly tearing his hair with regret, or sinking limply 
on to the sofa, a moist image of despair. 

When the devoted and half-grinning Mary Wumba 
returned with the news that "they" were reading 
the note, her mistress replied with a look of triumph 
of fine meaning. Neither of these clever women 
imagined for one moment that Mr. Ickle would allow 
his wife to take her boxes away. Dear Anastatia 
was only testing dear Dolly — letting him know, in 
her own quiet way, that she would put up with none 
of his nonsense. She had great faith in herself, and 
a small opinion of everybody else. 

But Dolly came not. The conspiring females lis- 
tened for the shuffling tread of Dolly's impatient 
feet rushing in repentant alarm for pardon, but he 
came not. Good Mary Wumbs stood at the door, 
listening for the expected one. Now some one was 
heard ascending the stairs, and the pair fluttered 
with triumph ; but it was only Mary Housemaid 
going to make the beds. Now a manly cou^k i^'o^s&i^^ 
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Mrs. Ickle to glance in her mirror to see if her hair 
was tidy ; but the masculine cough came from John 
Pootman ; it was not Dolly's chest that heaved. 

Even Mary Wumbs felt the letter had failed. In 
vain did she perform acts of devotion — such as run- 
ning dov^n-stairs, and listening at the library doop ; 
in vain did she try to peep through the key-hole. 
Her peril and self-sacrifice were useless, and the 
finest girl vented her anger on the fire, cracking the 
coals with vigorous thrusts of the poker, as if she 
were operating on Dolly, and paying him out for his 
coldness and want of feeling. 

One highly unpleasant result of sending threaten- 
ing letters is, that if they fail in their effect, the 
writer finds himself or herself forced to the unpleasant 
alternative of either carrying out his or her menace, 
or of beiLg obliged to beat an ignominious retreat, 
which, to all effects and purposes, is tantamount to a 
defeat. The high-minded Anastatia found herself in 
a fix. 

Dear and injured creature ! she sat staring at the 
fire until her eyes felt half roasted and ached, wonder- 
ing what she should do next. Should she leave Mr. 
Ickle, or cling to him like a rheumatism, and worry 
him into gray hairs. 

One very important circumstance was, that if she 
left him, and took her six hundred with her, in all 
probability Dolly would — the big Twickenham vlQa 
crushing him — be in the Gazette before three years 
were past. That was a great consolation. And what 
should she be doing whilst he was discounting at 
aixtj per cent., and teneyring at a hundred ? Why, 
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with her fine income, she could roam the world, and 
enjoy its delights. The faithful Mary Wumbs should 
be her companion. Her jointure would more than 
suffice for her wants. She pictured to herself the 
dresses she would buy, and bonnets she would wear. 
Paris, Berlin, Vienna, should all set their milliners 
to work, and cut out, try on, and make up. The 
dressmakers of Europe were before her, with thimbles 
on, and needles ready.* As a man compresses all his 
sense of happiness into a glorious dinner, with wine- 
glasses of every colour, and wines of every tint, so 
did she, well-proportioned lady as she was, gorge her- 
self with silks, satin, and velvets to follow, garnished 
with lace and trimmings. 

She rose a ^tiff, resolved woman . The purse was 
produced, and Mary Wumbs ordered to take a letter, 
per rail (third class), to Bloomsbury Square. Mr. 
Ickle should be let see that some people were as good 
as their word. 

In the meantime, I — ^not from any idea of insult, 
but from real, genuine civility — ordered the cook to 
wait upon Mrs. Ickle, and take her orders as to the 
hot luncheon, which was to make the waistcoat of 
that greedy feeder, old Eaphael, bind him like the 
hoops of a barrel. 

Mrs. Ickle sent me her compliments, and informed 
me, that when the proper time arrived the proper 
arrangements would be made. I thought this odd 
and saucy, to say the least of it ; but still, pitying 
the woman, instead of the sherry she asked for, I gave 
her champagne, for I felt generous and merciful, and, 
besides, the wine was, after all, more ket^'tVi'asi\Eccs>L'fe. 



286 FINEST GlEL IK BLOOMSBUET. 

The letter, per the Mary "Wumbs, reached that 
celebrated dentist, Eaphael De Cade, just as he was 
performing one of his most celebrated operations, 
that of persuading an elderly lady, with no more 
teeth than an old saw, to try the eiSect of his patent 
stopping. 

To see old Eaphael engaged in this task, looking 
down, with his cunning old eyes, into the victim's 
mouth, always reminded me of the Magpie and Stump. 
The old vagabond, after loading the hollow teeth to 
the muzzle, ramming down his charge to bursting, 
allowed the deceived one to retire ; knowing, as 
surely as that to-morrow must come, that, in a day or 
two, he should have his victim knocking at his door, 
and ready to pay him any money to be free from 
pain. 

After papa l-faphael had read his daughter's letter, 
he sent it up to Mrs. De Cade for her consideration, 
having first scribbled, in pencil, under his child's 
signature — 

" I have not the slightest objection to receive 
Anastatia under my roof, but she must be prepared 
to pay. I don't think two hundred a-y ear would hurt 
her ; or should it be more ?" 
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CHAPTEE XVI. 

CONCEBNINQ A. SWEET AND BITTEB HOME. 

There is certainly no place like home, when it is 
a good home; and it is decidedly a very consoling 
and useful thing to have a home to fly to when op- 
pressed by tyranny ; but still I must affirm, that old 
Raphael De Cade's notions of the value of a home 
were exaggerated, and absurdly above the usual 
market quotations for the comforting commodity. 

There are so many different kinds of homes. 
There is the luxurious home, where every desire is 
gratified, including fires in the bedrooms during the 
shivery months ; and there is the hard-up home, v^here 
every hope is disappointed, down to salt butter for 
breakfast. There is also the indulgent home, where 
you may do as you like, and not a word said ; and 
there is th0 strict home, where, if you follow your 
own whims, you never hear the last of it. 'Now, the 
home which the blessed old Eaphael offered to his 
darling child was a cross between the hard-up (though 
showy) and the strict, or, rather, the sulky home. 

Por myself, I should infinitely have preferred 
living over a rag-and-bone shop to dwelling among 
the De Cade tribe. That rainbow footman, though 
a thing of beauty, would cett^ixii^ iio\i\k3M^^ >^<5R3G.'«5i. 
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eternal joy to me; and the respectable valet I ob- 
jected to within one year of his accepting office, 
because his black clothes had turned to white, and his 
white neckcloth was daily deepening to black. He 
was an excellent servant, but he paid for hiil own 
washing, and that ruined him. 

The idea of asking your own flesh and blood two 
hundred a-year for accommodation, which, at the out- 
side, was not worth fifty (especially as omnibuses did 
not pass the door every three minutes), was, to use 
very strong and harsh language, worthy of Eraphael 
De Cade. It is just thp sum I should expect to pay, 
supposing I was taken in as a boarder at Buckingham 
Palace. 

It was a monstrous charge for an establishment, 
where, if you required three towels, you distressed 
the resources of the linen chest ; where a stinted and 
seedy diet was the rule; where, in unadorned lan- 
guage, the potatoes were counted, the cold hash 
judged to a teaspoonful, and the beer calculated to a 
tumbler. 

On one occasion, when I had the honour of dining 
with the De Cades enfamille (which is the French 
for a bad dinner), I was sorely wounded at a dispute 
between Bob and his little sister, which led to high 
words, as to which of them had, or had not, devoured 
his or her proper share of cabbage. 

I must insist that old Raphael must have been 
thoroughly depraved, when he priced his daughter's 
return to Bloomsbury at two hundred a-year. It was 
an infamous attempt at keeping up his big house and 
feeding his offspring for uotVim^* 
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I am willing to make every allowance for his out- 
raged feelings as a father, and to admit that he was 
entitled to some slight compensation on the ground 
of disappointed vanity. Naturally, it was a severe 
blow to him, to behold that cherished girl, of whose 
elegant drawing-room, costly establishment, and 
aristocratic friends, he had so often boasted to his 
literally open-mouthed patients — to behold her — the 
handsome one — returned on his hands as "not 
wanted ; " to behold her— the lovely perfection of her 
parish, accustomed, as she was, to ride in her own 
carriage — driven back to the marble halls of hep 
childhood in a damp four-wheeler, with the boxes on 
the roof. 

He saw, at a glance, that the misfortunes of the 
swan-like Anastatia could not fail to injure him in his 
profession. The pretty little tales he had, in his 
affection for his child, invented concerning his son-in- 
law's immense wealth and reckless expenditure, would 
be flung back at him with sneers and scorn. He 
would decidedly be accused of bragging and telling 
fibs. On the strength of the commotion caused by 
his powerful and poetic descriptions, he had raised 
the price of his toothpowder, and the Dentifirce de 
Jericho was steadily going off at an advance of 
eighteenpence per box. Even the incorrodible soft 
gums had been influenced by the glory of the Twick- 
enham villa, and were not only brisk, but firm, at 
increased quotations. The poor old rogue knew that, 
after his daughter's downfall, he should never have 
courage to look his patients in the mouth again. 

Eaphael De Cade, I say, felt all t\a^, ^\A\i<sa^'^«3Si^ 
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impulsive, disagreeable sort of a dentist, he showed 
it — but only to his wife. 

" If Anastatia comes here, Mrs. De Cade, I tell 
you plainly, madam, she must pay two hundred a 
year," he observed to his lady, in the firm, spiteful 
tone of one who knows he is asking too much, and 
expects a violent dispute. "I don't want her 5 Td 
rather she'd keep away ; but if she insists on return- 
ing to us, she must be prepared to pay for the accom- 
modation." 

This last expression of paying for accommodatioii 
was a favourite one with Kaphael, and I haye fre- 
quently heard him use it with consummate tact when 
asked to renew a bill. ^ 

" No doubt she can afford it easily enough, if she 
likes," ventured Mrs. De Cade, though she knew, as 
well as possible, that Anastatia would not "like." 

" Afford it ! " growled the male parent, becoming 
excited. "I should think so, indeed! And then it 
leaves her four hundred to dress with." 

He paused for a reply ; but his wife was busy cal- 
culating how many new dresses could be purchased 
for four hundred pounds ; so Eaphael continued — 

" If she has any nobility of soul, she'll insist on 
making it two hundred and fifty, especia%, too, when 
we remember that her mother's roof is the only 
shelter which, under the circumstances, it would be 
delicate in her to fly to." 

He spoke this in a pathetic, half-indignant tone, 
almost as if Anastatia had actually engaged a first 
floor round the comer; but, on a sudden, bis solemn 
countenance alteted ia exi^nemoncL^ ^ half amile played 
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around his lips, and his eyes twinkled like beautiful 
evening stars. 

"And, my dear," he exclaimed, "we seem to 
forget that I am the trustee under her marriage 
settlement ! Don't you see how unpleasant I could 
make matters if I chose to be disagreeable f ** 

So this was the father whose affection Was to 
console his handsome daughter for the loss of her 
husband's love. A shameful old ogre ! — a viUanous, 
gluttonous old Saturn, who looked upon his child as 
good to eat ! who only seemed to " rear 'em " that he 
might presently do the Tempus edax ! 

Now, Mamma De Cade was altogether a better put 
together Christian than the tooth-drawer. She was 
fond of Anastatia, and very proud she had married so 
well. If at times she was oppressed with a feeling of 
jealousy, that the child should be so much better off 
than the parent, it was Mrs. Ickle's haughty behaviour 
that caused the thought. She had noticed that since 
Anastatia had tumbled into her grandeur she was no 
longer the same girl. The chit was inclined to snub 
the authoress of her being, to order her about, and 
patronize her. 

Affectionately as she would have welcomed back 
Anastatia the homeless, Anastatia with only one 
gown to her back, or, in plainer words, Anastatia the 
humble and obedient ; yet she dreaded the return of 
Mrs. Ickle the rich ; of Mrs. Ickle with six boxes and 
a lady's-maid, and felt as certain as certain could be, 
that, before the week was out, there must be a quarrel 
and a. separation. 

Inatead of refiponding to Ti«g\xa/^^ %>itoj»JNft^^^«a»^i 
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she started off vigorously on her own line of thought, 
speaking with an earnestness that made her look 
vicious, ajid as if she wanted to bite. 

"Mind, Raphael," she began, eyeing him very 
fully, " ajad pray understand me perfectly, for I mean 
it, Anastatia only enters my house on the distinct 
understanding that there shall be no nonsense." 

" Yery proper, my dear," answered Haphael, 
mildly ; for, from the expression of his partner's coun- 
tenance, he had expected something terrible. 

" I shall allow no fuss ! no airs and graces !" con- 
tinued mamma, warming up very prettily. 

" Quite right, my dear." 

" She must live as we live — good, wholesome. 
Christian food. No playing the fine lady ! no M^hims 
and fancies !" 

" I'm very glad to hear you say so, my dear." 

" I am determined not to sacrifice all my children 
for Anastatia's sake, Eaphael, so do not expect it ! I 
say, do not expect it !" 

" I do not, my love, and never will." 

"Then, Eaphael, on those conditions Anastatia 
may come as soon as she likes !" exclaimed the mother, 
calming down again. " Dreadful as the trial will be to 
both of us, she shall find a welcome under our roof." 

Then Mrs. De Cade sighed largely, as if she had 
given up the ghost of her opposition, and was pre- 
pared for the worst. 

But the discussion was not to end here. Old 

De Cade was suddenly seized with acute thought. 

He wriggled uneasily in his chair, frowned at the 

£re-shovely and "bit laia "iigE. k\. "\a&\. \vr murmured — 
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" What a fool I shall look before all my patients ! 
"What are we to say ? What excuse] can we make ? 
Deuce take the girl, she must be mad ! Do you mean 
to tell me, a big, strapping creature, like our Anas- 
tatia, couldn't manage that little crumb of a man ? 
Of course she could if she had given her mind to it. 
I call it obstinacy and false pride — ^nothing else ?" 

To restore peace to his troubled spirits Mrs. 
De Cade touched upon the advantages of ready 
cash. 

" Still, my dear," she observed, " two hundred 
a-year is two hundred a-year.** 

The dentist, fond, from a boy, of arithmetic, and 
always open to truth, felt the weight of this remark, 
and was deeply affected. 

" I do not deny it, my love," he replied ; " but 
what I mean is this, that after all our boasting about 
Anastatia and her grand trumpery, how are we to 
account for her coming back to us ? Answer me that, 
Mrs. De Cade, and I shall feel greatly obliged!" 

The lady did not answer or oblige him further 
than to observe — 

" It will be very useful, Eaphael." 

Obtaining no relief from his spouse, the dentist 
continued his meditations — 

" I'd say she was ordered change of air, or that she 
was fretting^ for her home, but nobody would believe 
me ! I really do not see what is to be done, unless 
we tell the truth, and that would simply be childish 
— as if we were entirely devoid of imagination." 

Mrs. De Cade saw at once that, unless her husband 
was instantly quieted, there would be no peace for her 
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that evening. She vowed to overcome hia seusitive- 
lieas or leave the room. 

"Eaphael," ihe began solemnly, " coals have risen 
and bread is up again, my dear ; in fact, everything 
is dearer, down to hearthstones. And, by the bye, 
Eaphael, they have called twice for the rent, and the 
butcher wpuld feel much obliged if you could settle 
his book, and the grocer has a bill to meet, and the 
man for the gas Km been impudent, and the beer is 
nearly out. Do you think Anastatia would mind 
paying in advance, my dear ?" 

This long list of claims on his purse so staggered 
the dentist, that he cowered before it, covering his 
bald head with his hands, as if his ears had been 
boxed. All he could give utterance to was a pathetic 
" Good Heavens !" in the game tone as if he was be- 
seeching for mercy. 

Wow, far from opposing his child's return, his 
only alarm was, lest any accident, such as a recon- 
ciliation with Dolly, should disappoint him of his 
lodger ; indeed, his only regret was, that she had not 
already been under his roof for three months, and the 
first quarter due. Stroking his chin in philosophic 
meditation, he announced his readiness to submit to 
fate in these words : — 

" Let her come, my dear. I have no doubt that 
whatever is, is right — especially if you can't help it.*' 

As I had predicted, so did it come to pass. 

There is no amusement, business, or whatever you 
like to call it, so dangerous and unprofitable as that 
of prophesying, especially if you prophesy evil. Keep 
from it, for stones ^e ^jlentiful, "Jour words inay 
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come true or not, it does not matter which, for in 
either ease you will be pelted. Suppose I take a 
strong dislike to the expression of Jones's eye, or to 
the nasty curl of Jones's lips, and predict that he will 
turn out a rogue and end miserably ? If I prove a 
true prophet, Jones swears that, as soon as he quits 
Whitecross Street, he will break my head; and if 
Jones, despite my foretelling, remains an ornament 
to society and a consolation to his friends, then I am 
denounced as a dangerous character, and sent to the 
corner. I well understood the peril I ran when I 
denounced old Eaphael as a domineering, selfish old 
dentist ; but although the fellow held a bill of mine, I 
could not resist the temptation. I knew the man as 
well as I knew my way into bed. 

And thou, O nobly proportioned lady! my fine- 
limbed Anastatia ! where could your senses have been 
when you scribbled that nonsense about seeking con- 
solation in the embraces of those dear parents you — 
to use your own words — " must have been ungrateful 
and idiotic ever to have left." Silly, but superbly 
built woman, retract those words. In your own heart 
you know they are false, and that you never made a 
wiser venture than when you invested yourself in 
Dolly's five per cents. 

Dear me, the bitter things I could have said to 
that fine woman if she had given me the chance. I 
have thought over them since, and improved them 
wonderfully ; but I spared my breath, for I felt that, 
before she could be wise, sufiering must give her daily 
lessons. All that sentimental cobwebby twaddle about 
old Baphael and his consoling embraces I should baYQ 
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swept from her misty brain, and let in light and sense; 
though her eyes were firmly closed as oysters, I would 
have opened them with my pointed truths. 

"My dear lady,'* I had intended to say to that 
fine woman, " your mother is an excellent creature ; 
but I can assure you that you entirely mistake your 
father's character. It is perfectly proper that you, 
his child, should be prejudiced in his favour, and, for 
the sake of your family name, uphold him as a tender 
, parent and a lovable man ; but I, not being the 
gentleman's relation, view him vpith less tender eyes, 
and have weighed him to an ounce. That talented 
dentist, your papa, is, I am sorry to say, of the 
ordinary breed of man, an individual of the willow 
pattern design of clay, a common jury mortal. Il6 
belongs to the ninety-nine out of every hundred. 
You, impulsive and romantic like all young things, 
will be greatly shocked when I tell you that your 
dear father entertains vulgar notions concerning the 
value of infant life ; that when talking of his children 
he is apt to call them * incumbrances.' He does, 
indeed ? I merely mention it to relieve your mind, 
by proving that you were not so very idiotic to have 
left him. Ninety-nine men out of every hundred, the 
willow pattern ones, the common jury verdict givers, 
employ the same term ; it is a favourite expression 
with men of the world when talking of the little ones 
of the world, and your papa uses it pretty freely. 
Children are so plentiful that they damage their own 
value. Tour parent declares they are inevitable mis- 
fortunes, dead vpeights upon life and its enjoyments. 
If it were not for Anaatatia and the money she costs, 
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papa could ride his horse ; if it were not for Bob and 
his schooling, he might dress like a blood prince. 
Indeed, so lightly does your papa value baby life, 
that, when a little yearling sister of yours died (from 
teething — he attended her professionally), he termed 
the loss a blessing, and said it was a mercy she was 
taken from him. Tour mother nearly broke her 
heart, but he bore the affliction bravely, and his hand 
was steady at business as usual. It will offend you, 
my dear lady, to be told that you too were an incum- 
brance ; but, by the column of Nelson, I have your 
own father's word for it. 

" Now, my dear lady, on that interesting day 
when the doating Dolly drove away with you in that 
brougham of love, dear papa heaved a sigh that would 
have moved a frigate — not a sigh of grief, but of the 
most pleasant relief, as he remembered that the 
burthen of his family was reduced by one, and she, 
perhaps, the most expensive of the lot, for your 
dresses, madam, did cut into a vast quantity of stuff. 
They had spent a good deal of money in trying to get 
you, their Anastatia, comfortably settled in life — that 
is, off their hands, — and many a time had your papa 
chatted with your mamma, before falling to sleep, con- 
cerning the vast expense you were to him. Strange 
as it may seem to you, my dear romantic lady, still I 
must inform you that for every father that groans as 
his girl rides away to her honeymoon, and feels as if 
half his heart had been torn from him, ninety-nine 
papas rub their hands with glee, and fall to thinking 
over a reduction in the housekeeping book. I think I 
mentioned that yourpapa belonged to the ninety-nine." 



298 roTEST aiBL in bloomsbuby. 

Then I should have looked her full in the face, 
and, throwing up my arms theatrically, to work more 
powerfully on her mind, I should have cried out — 

" There is yet time, Mrs. Ickle, for your repen- 
tance and his forgiveness. Be noble and confess. Go 
to that poor husband of yours and kiss his hand ; ask 
him humbly to forget that you have been cruel — or 
even look as if you regretted your ways — and be 
hugged and wept over, and be called his darling, his 
joy, his hope. He is not a fine man, I know ; it is 
also evident to everybody of sense, that a magnificent 
creature like you has been completely thrown away 
on such a diminutive male; but he has, I think, a 
better heart than you possess, my noble lady, with 
more of heaven in it, softer, and altogether more 
pleasant, and not quite so highly seasoned with 
vanity." 

Do you think she would have listened patiently 
and followed my advice ; not she ! She would have 
ordered me out of her presence, and double locked the 
door in my hearing. I had too much sense to give 
her an opportunity of insulting me. 

The ingratitude of the woman was, to me, so mar- 
vellous, that, backed up as it was with the most im- 
pertinent self-esteem, I would not have stirred a 
finger to save her from the degradation of her foolish 
resolve. What had the woman to complain of or 
grumble over ? "What injury had she suffered ? Let 
her go, my poor Dolly ; she will be back again pre- 
sently, humbled and wise, and make a very pleasant 
wife after all. 

What a beauti£\xL Uoxxsq she had! a complete 
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specimen of what cotnfort should be. Her drawings 
room — a wife's glory — would have won praises from 
an empress ; the bedrooms were so pretty, it was a 
shame to shut your eyes in them. As for jewels, she 
could change them thrice daily, and even then not 
wear them all ; as for fiue raiment, her only trouble 
was where to stow away her silks and velvets. Did 
she want anything ? servants waited upon her ; was 
she hungry ? the cook went to work. Compare this 
with the restraint and meagreness of the Bloomsbury 
home ! . She would soon feel the diflference, I knew. 

Both I and Polly, little dreaming that madam had 
deceived us, were astonished that the De Cades were 
so tardy in answering to their daughter's pathetic 
appeal for protection. "We sat together wondering 
what could keep them back, crying out every time we 
heard wheels, **Here they are!" But lunch time 
passed, and dinner was taken away, and yet the 
Bloomsbury rescue did not make its appearance. I 
was all impatience and fear lest they should have 
refused to assist their child. 

Dolly, I am afraid, was all hope that his wife had 
changed her mind, and would after all remain with 
him. 

But with the next day came the deliverers, in a 
green fly. As they drove up to the door, I confess I 
felt a little nervous, and regretted that I had not gone 
out for a walk. As for Dolly, he actually turned as 
pale as if the dentist had come for the express purpose 
of drawing all his teeth. 

Observing that Kaphael, whilst descending from 
the vehicle, was trying to peep into our room^ icc^ 
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little friend skipped to the furthermost corner of the 
apartment, and flattened himself against the wall as 
closely as a picture. To look at him in his degrading 
attitude of slinking alarm, you would have supposed 
him to be the wickedest little wretch of a husband 
that ever deserved to have his eyes scratched out. 

" You must see them, Jack ! you must see them," 
he gasped out nervously. 

Startled, if not disgusted, at this singularly mean 
attempt to drag me into the mess, I tried my utmost 
to rouse him to manhood, by observing, " Hang it, 
Dolly, I must not allow you to degrade yourself in 
this absurd manner. Be a man ! am I not here to 
help you ! They can't eat you ! " 

Instead of taking my advice in a proper spirit, he 
commenced working his limbs about frightfully, re- 
peating, at every one of the angry jerks, " I will not 
see them, I tell you !'' 

I never, was so unpleasantly placed in my life. 
" Pray be sensible, Dolly," I urged. " Eeally you 
ought, if only for a second, to show yourself — ^it's your 
duty ias a man." 

What did he care for duty ! He only screamed 
louder than ever, "I won't, I won't, I won't !" 

Frankly, I confess, my friend suffered immensely 
in my good esteem, by this unaccountable selfishness. 
It was, to \ise mild language, confoundedly indelicate 
to force me into the very vortex of his own domestic 
misfortunes. 

If I could have escaped, how gladly would I have 
availed myself of the slightest chance, however mean. 
Aa it was, I had to mumble out, " Oh ! if it comes to 
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that, I suppose I must ! But, believe me, D0II7, it 
will, whatever happeos, look especially odd." 

On my life- 1 did not like it, though I am no 
coward (above the usual average), but it is a deuced 
serious thing to have a rebellious wife, assisted by a 
free spoken mother, making rude observations to your 
very face, to say nothing of the saucy remarks Mary 
Wumbs might oblige me with, or the absurd nonsense 
old Eaphael would assuredly indulge in. 

To conceal my alarm from Dolly, and, if possible, 
encourage myself, I tried to brag, saying, " Do you 
fancy I am afraid of these Bloomsbury people, Dolly ? 
'Not 1 1 we have justice on our side, sir ! justice, sir ! 
No blustering dentist shall turn me from the path of 
duty, sir ! I don't care a fig for the whole Blooms- 
bury lot ! — no, not even one of your hard, round, dried 
up Greek figs, sir ! at fourpence a pound, sir ! " 

It would have done me good if he had laughed, 
but I suppose he could not. He only looked at 
me with a clammy expression, that felt damp and 
deadening. 

The first glimpse I caught of old EaphaeFs toilet 
convinced me that he meant to do the heavy father to 
the very dregs, and go through the business with 
stern, unrelenting dignity. Though the day was sin- 
gularly fine, he had brought his umbrella, obviously 
as a weapon of defence. He had also oiled his hair, 
and put on his best coat, no doubt to look respectable, 
in case he should have to appeal to a magistrate for 
assistance. 

But what alarmed me more than all his other 
clothes put together, was his white woiatco^it. "^\i»Ss» 
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could he mean by that ? All the time I had known 
him, he had never been guilty of such- a thing. I did 
not even know he had one. It did not become him ; 
he looked much cleaner without it, for it threw up 
the rich bilious colouring of his countenance, making 
it yellow as the ceiling of a smoking-room. Deuce 
take the white waistcoat, there was more in it than 
met the eye, and it oppressed me. 

I regret to be obliged to state, that Mrs. Ickle 
was so impatient to be the first to commence the ac- 
cusations — ^was, in fact, so nervous lest we should get 
her parents aside, and influence them against her, 
that she could not even wait until thev were shown 
into the parlour, but preferred beginning the domestic 
tragedy in the very hall. ' 

Scarcely had they been admitted — before even 
mamma had straightened her bonnet, or papa turned 
down his wristbands — when down-stairs she rushed, at 
a speed closely resembling that of throwing herself 
off the monument. As she turned the comer of the 
staircase, and caught sight of her adored progenitors, 
she began to whinny and moan, and no sooner had 
she reached the mat, than taking a run down the en- 
tire length of the vestibule, she fairly leapt upon old 
De Cade, who, to his astonishment, was twisted round 
with the vigour of the embrace, as if a musket ball? 
instead of his child, had buried itself in his bosom. 

It was an affecting sight, and almost brought a 
tear to my eye as I held it to the keyhole. 

" Take me away ! oh, for mercy's sake, take me 
away !" sobbed the interesting victim. 

The pathoB o£ ttio Eeenoa ^w^ ^^tW^'^ ili^htlY 
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blunted, by old Eapliael having no breath for a reply, 
which at first made him seem hard hearted ; and also 
by Mrs. De Cade demanding to know what the den- 
tist had done with the family smelling bottle. 

A smelling bottle always, to my fancy, damps 
sentiment. 

Mrs. Ickle's agony of mind at not obtaining an 
immediate answer was clearly shown by the heart- 
rending voice in which she exclaimed, " Mamma, my 
own marama! do not leave me with that monster! 
Say you will not ! at your feet I implore you ! " 

"I will not, my sweet darling! I will not!" re- 
plied the distressed parent, so overcome with excite- 
ment, that she was half suffocating her husband, by 
holding the bottle of pungent salts close to his mouth. 

"I shall die! he will kill me!" continued the 
innocent, burying her head in father's ample bosom. 

It was not until old Eaphael, who felt that Anas- 
tatia was ruining his clean shirt, had observed some- 
what sharply to his wife, " I wish to goodness yov^d 
take her,*' that the fair one showed any inclination to 
command her feelings. 

And then what a painful spectacle presented itself 
to her respectable parents' distressed vision. In the 
confusion of this affecting meeting, Mrs. Ickle's fine 
back hair had broken loose, and was actually stream- 
ing over her shoulders, whilst the servants were peep- 
ing from the kitchen stairs, bobbing their heads round 
the corner, as if they were playing at hide and seek. 
The dentist felt all his Bloomsbury Square pride 
rebel within him. Por decency's sake the afflicted 
trio retired to the dining-room* 
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The last words we heard Mrs. Ickle utter before 
the door closed were, " Oh papa ! Oh mamma ! I 
camiot, I dare not, I must not, tell you all I have 
suffered since that more than fiend allured me awaj 
from you." 

I have an idea that Mrs. Ickle purposely held the 
door open whilst she delivered this neat little un- 
truth. 

At any rate she did not profit by the foolish 
speech. The word " fiend " roused Dolly. It is an 
ugly word, and a very little of it goes a long way. 
It brought back the colour to Dolly's pale cheeks, 
and made them burn again. He gave a sarcastic 
kind of chuckle, passed his fingers through his hair, 
and seemed suddenly to grow stronger on his legs. 

I prefer " villain " to " fiend ; '* it is more earthly. 
" Scamp " is nothing to it ; and as for " rogue," it is 
comparatively jovial. Besides, it was the way in 
which the '* fiend " was pronouilbed. 

" Now I am prepared to see her parents," cried 
Dolly, hopping excitedly about the room. " You are 
right, Jack ; it was necessary, very necessary, that 
we should part. Give me a cigar, or I shall fnake a 
fool of myself." 

"Spoken like a Trojan," I cried. "Whenever I 
am strongly moved, I always refer to the classics. 

He had his Havannah^ and after tearing up half a 
newspaper, he lighted it. It reduced his excitement 
considerably, especially as he not only smoked, but 
ate about an inch of it. 

"We smoked and listened with our eyes and ears 
cocked towards ttie doox, trjin^ to construe the 
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sounds into words. The gruff voice of the dentist 
seemed to be expostulatiiig, whilst Mrs. Ickle grew 
more and more shrill with the excitement of answer- 
ing her father. I couldn't help breaking our silence 
by remarking, " It seems to me they're quarrelling." 

The mamma did not say much. She evidently 
restricted her powers of speech to ejaculations, which 
came in every now and then like the scrape of fiddles 
to the recitative. 

Then a bell rang, and as we sat wondering what 
they wanted, the servant tapped at our door, and 
wished to know if Dolly had any objection to see 
Mr. De Cade. Bless his dear heart ! Of course not 
— ask him in — delighted to see him — take a chair. 
"How d'ye do?" 

" What is all this stupid affair about, eh ?" began 
Eaphael ; " this quarrelling in the nest ? All foolish 
nonsense, my dear Adolphus ! Come, be reasonable, 
there's a good fellow." 

Eut Adolphus would not be reasonable, according 
to the dentist's ideas, but he pursed up his lips, and 
looked defiant and stubborn. 

" A few hour's ago, I should have listened to you 
with pleasure," he replied ; " but now your mediation 
comes too late. The quarrel is undoubtedly a foolish 
one, and it is also nonsensical ; but it is more than I 
feel justified in submitting to. That is all." 

" Bless me ! " cried Eaphael. " What is to be 
done P It is absurd to talk of a separation — a pair 
of silly children, who the moment they are parted will 
fret until they are together again." 

Poor Dolly almost lost himself, for lie b^^jsa. \»<^ 
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talk. Pather*in-law's remark exploded so^near his 
heart, it nearlj blew his bosom open. 

He flung away his cigar, and jumped up. Ex- 
cited beyond control, his words were not fast enough 
for his thoughts; and before he could complete a 
sentence, another got into its way, and played the 
dickens with oiir attention. 

" Anastatia's behaviour," he'began, " has been so 
unreasonable and wild, that really I have had doubts 

whether her mind ^in fact, I cannot endure it any 

longer. My love for that woman, sir, has been . . . 
even now I confess I still adore the very . . . Good 
Gbd ! what has she to complain of ? Does this house 
look like neglect P Can she mention one want I have 
not supplied, until — until . . . Ungrateful woman as 
she is, her happiness has come so easily, that she is 
not even aware of what I have done to . . . to . . . 
But let it end ! I have made a mistake, Mr. De Cade 
— a great mistake, which nothing but death can set 
right . . . We must part." 

Almost frightened at Dolly's manner, E^aphael 
could only stammer out — •" Beally, I had no idea it 
was so serious*" 

" Tell my wife, if you please," added Dolly, sitting 
down again, and growing miraculously calm ; " tell 
her to take with her what she pleases, but to leave me." 

That was decisive enough to send old Eaphael 
back to his daughter. We heard his gruff voice 
working away, and pretty well guessed that he was 
Iteturing his sweet child^ But the naughty Stacy 
had recourse to tears, and dear nnother implied for ber, 
Mary Wuinba liel^m^ to lueit \vJbcoLQ«it^ 
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He Buffered an ignominious defeat, and had to fly 
back to us for aid. Poking his head in at our door, 
and looking hard at Dolly, he miserably confessed 
that he was routed, by saying — " Ickle, my boy, I 
wish you would step into the dining-room for one 
moment." 

I strongly objected to this; but Dolly, inspired 
like a martyr, would go to the torture. "I have 
never done her harm in thought or deed, Jack," he 
said to me. " Why should I fear to listen to the siUy 
accusations she may invent against ma ? " 

He found Mrs. Ickle with her handkerchief to her 
eyes, and her bonnet on, prepared to start the moment 
ma' was ready to take her away. That wretch, Mary 
Wumbs, was scrubbing her deceitful eyes with the 
comer of her apron ; and Mrs. De Cade looked the 
impersonation of roused maternal savageness. 

The first thing — theatrical, too — that Mrs. Ickle 
did, was to desire Mary Wumbs to run up-stairs and 
fetch her another handkerchief ; the one in use was, 
I suppose, wet through with tears. 

"Now, my dear children," began the dentist, 
solemnly, " I have, as a last chance, brought you 
together, to see if I cannot make peace. Oblige me 
by shaking hands, and being friends again." 

"Never!" cried Mrs. Ickle. She felt herself 
bound, after her severe accusations, not to yield too 
rapidly. It would look black against her, unless 
pressed a little. 

"Ickle," asked Eaphael, turning to Dolly, "of 
what do you complain I frankly, what are you angry 
about?" 
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" I am not angrj," answered DoUj, meeklj ; " I 
am only worn out and tired." 

Mrs. Ickle, who had been listening, no sooner 
heard this than she exclaimed, indignantly, "De- 
ceitful man! But do not believe him, mamma! 
Before you he is a different creature. Oh, how 
altered ! He dare not maltreat me now ; lie is afraid, 
the coward ! I tell you, my life is not safe ; lie has 
abused and insulted me until I am tired of existence." 

" I never did," ventured Dolly. 

"Tou did, you did, you did!" insisted the lady; 
and then, as a climax, she wrung her hands, and 
shouted out, loud enough to be heard on the second 
floor, "Brute!" 

Made courageous, or perhaps impudent, by his 
wife's violence, Dolly seated himself in a chair, and 
began to smoke. 

That was wrong. I give it against him at once. 

It was now Mrs. De Cade's turn to make a few 
observations. Baphael was standing before the fire 
warming his coat tails, and didn't seem inclined to 
interfere, so she favoured the company with a remark 
or two. " If one-half of what my daughter has told 
me is true, Mr. Ickle, she has certainly not met with 
that treatment which I expected when I entrusted her 
to you for life. Eemember that, sir, for life !" 

The lady was inclined to say more, but her child 
checked her flow of wisdom by observing, "Why 
waste your breath, dear mamma ? I tell you, he has 
struck me." 

Up jumped Dolly. ''That is false I" he cried. 

*at isn't." 
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" It is, I say." 

" It isn't ! it isn't ! it isn't!" 

At this moment Mary "Wumbs entered the room, 
and although it was perfectly impossible she could 
have known what this contradictory discussion was 
about, yet she nobly volunteered her unsolicited tes- 
timony on behalf of her mistress, exclaiming, " It's 
true as Bible truth, mem and sir, and I'll swear it." 

This overwhelming evidence put an end to the 
debate, and DoUy, without a murmur, submitted to a 
verdict of being a brute. " You see, sir," he ob- 
served to Raphael, " your hopes of a reconciliation 
have failed, therefore I will retire. Let Mrs. Ickle 
take with her anything in this house she fancies she 
may require—" 

Snapping him short, Mrs. Ickle cried out, " Mam- 
ma, I will not be thus insulted. TeU him I will not 
degrade myself by accepting his trash. Tell him 
that beyond a few necessaries, I will accept nothing 
at his hands." 

Mamma was perplexed, and thought Anastatia 
must be mad. She declined to interfere in this fight 
of generosity and self-denial. 

*'Mr. De Cade," continued Dolly, "the jewels 
and trinkets which from time to time I have presented 
to your daughter she is welcome to." 

There was an indecent haste in Eaphael's reply. 
" Yes, yes, of course," he answered ; ** if I remember 
rightly, my daughter said she would accept nothing 
but a few necessaries, and of course they include 
jewels." 

"Is her settlement a necessary?" asked Dolly, 
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Bcomfullj, vdth ^ tragic twinkle in his eje, as if he 
had caught them tripping at last — a tone of merry 
disgust, if you can imagine it. 

Even Mrs. Ickle felt the force of the sarcasm. 
*' Would that I were permitted to return it to jou T' 
she cried, uttering, perhaps, the finest fib that has 
graced the nineteenth century. 

" Oh, dear ! very necessary ! uncommonly ! " an- 
swered Eaphael, thinking intently on the securitj for 
his £200 a-year for board and lodging. Then, as 
if ashamed of himself, he added, " But this is child's 
play, and highly painful at least to me." 

" And to me also," observed Dolly, moving to the 
door. 

Not to be behindhand in unpleasantness, Mrs. Ickle 
burst into tears, and simpered, " Yes, yes ; spare me 
further insult. Let us at once quit this hated abode.'* 

Before leaving, Dolly, wishing to part civilly from 
his father-in-law, informed him that luncheon had 
been prepared, if he would do him the honour of pap- 
taking of it." 

<'No! no! no!" sobbed Mrs. Ickle. "Do not 
break bread under his roof. Let us depart 1" 

This didn't suit Eaphael at all. He had journeyed 
from London, and was hungry. 

"Luncheon, eh?" he replied, smartly. "Upon 
my word, I don't know. Not a bad idea either! 
"What is there?" 

Dolly couldn't help smiling at this burlesque ter- 
mination of the Twickenham tragedy. " Eeally I do 
not know," he answered ; " cold chicken, or something 
or other." 
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" And very nice, too ! " cried the dentist; but as 
Anastatia, who had breakfasted late, still rebelled at 
the idea of the meal, he expostulated with her — 
" Really, my dear girl, your hurry to be off is actually 
absurd. Do not be so inconsiderate. We may as 
well have a mouthful or so. Besides, your mother is, 
I can see, hungry, and so am I." 

Leaving them to enjoy themselves (and, from the 
number of dirty plates, it was palpable that Mrs. 
Ickle had overcome her scruples), Dolly returned to 
me. 

" It is all over at last. Jack ! " he cried, tumbling 
into a chair. " But I can't stay here. I should go 
mad ! I must be off too ! Where can a man go to, 
and forget he wants to cut his throat ? Isn't Paris 
a gay place P I wonder when the first train starts ?" 
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CHAPTEE XVII. 

« 

WHAT EXPEEIENCB TAUGHT, AKD HOW HBE SOHO- 
LABS LEABNT THEIB LESSON. 

Mbs. Ickle must have been eating her dinner in 
Bloomsbury Square about the very time when I was 
saying "farewell" to Dolly at the London Bridge 
Station. 

The dinner was not a good one, and the adieu was 
very unpleasant. 

My little man was meek, and thanked me pro- 
fusely for my slightest attentions ; the finest girl 
was inclined to be spiteful, and snubbed her young 
sister so often, that before bedtime, no one regretted 
the separation more sincerely than that unhappy 
child. 

All that same evening Mrs. Ickle was wondering 
what Dolly was doing or would do, and hoping her 
loss would break his heart ; and, by a curious coinci- 
dence, Mr. Ickle was so intently occupied in thinking 
of his Anastatia, that he escaped the pang of sea-sick- 
ness, and was actually in Paris, just as he had made 
up his mind to return to Twickenham and giving his 
darling one more chance to behave herself. 

Before leaving, Dolly had bound me down by 
/solemn promises to \?ti\.^ Vmsi itec^aent letters, in- 
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forming him of every little event that illustrated the 
chequered existence of his lady ; promises which, 
considering the Bloomsbury Street door was closed, 
barred, bolted, and chained against me, were difficult 
and dangerous of performance. He was also to cor- 
respond with me frequently, that I might always 
know his whereabouts, and be able, the very moment 
the finest girl showed signs of repentance, to summon 
him back (by telegraphic message) to the fond em- 
brace of the conquered and humbled beauty. 

The villa at Twickenham was shut up from base- 
ment to attic, and placed under the care of a police- 
man, who married the cook purposely to be eligible 
for the post. Fortunately, I had left word that 
nothing, under any excuse or demand, was to be 
taken from the house ; for on the third day after the 
distressing breakup, arrived Mary "Wumbs, with the 
greengrocer's van and her mistress's orders, to fetch 
away two carpets, a feather bed, the drawing-room 
chairs, and the cheval glass. 

They say Mary Wumbs was very violent when 
her request was refused, and reprimanded the police- 
man severely for his stubbornness, affirming she — 
and a few other English people — kept him, and paid 
him his wages. 

The letters I received from DoUy were never dis- 
tinguished by any great originality of thought or 
powers of description. As a whole, they would not 
have made an interesting volume. 

Por sixteen months he was a forlorn wanderer ; 
an -eater at tables d'hote, a wood-burner, a gloria 
consumer, and during that period I received & ^eftfeS^ 
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communication, but out of the whole lot there are not 
twenty lines worth quoting. 

At first all his letters began by assuring me he 
was very sad, and could scarcely luiderstand what his 
object was in living ; and, perhaps, to enliven his gloomy 
composition and amuse me, he would add some trite 
observation, such as " Paris is a fine city," or ** Erench 
people seldom shave," or ** The French wines are not 
disagreeable ;" but he never allowed his perceptive 
powers, or his national prejudices, to drag him away 
from long accepted truths. 

Occasionally he inquired after **her;" if I had 
seen her.y or heard of Aer, though he was delicate 
enough not to overwhelm me with such questions, 
either through fear I should grumble at the work 
of replying, or laugh at him for his drivelling in- 
fatuation. 

He seemed to regain his courage and spirits about 
the nineteenth communication. He told me that the 
theatre at Marseilles was a graceful building ; hence 
I concluded he had witnessed the performance, but 
was ashamed to confess his levity. 

Subsequently he assured me that ''The Swiss 
scenery was beyond my imagination," which was kind 
of him, because it spared me the labour of uselessly 
puzzling my brain. 

At a later date he chatted pleasantly concerning 
the German language. ** I had expected," he wrote, 
" to find it not only beyond my comprehension (which 
it still is), but also too difficult to warrant my taking 
six lessons. Judge, then, of my joy at discovenng 
that the Gkrmaa lot ' bie^^d and butter ' is ' butte 
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and bread,' They also largely use several of our 
English words, such as * beer/ * wine,' and * land,' and 
many others equally serviceable. I was, however, 
unpleasantly surprised to find that they term gentle- 
men ' herrens,' which, at first, sounded insulting and 
harsh, as well as unnecessary and, by association, dis- 
agreeable." We here see how study was gradually 
comforting the heart-broken wanderer, and how, 
under its soothing influence, he was daily becoming 
less and less ofiensive. 

For my part, I had taken care to send him accu- 
rate and speedy intelligence of all that concerned his 
lady. Two days after I saw her at the theatre, he 
knew that she had consumed an ice between the acts, 
and had worn a red opera cloak. Unimportant news, 
no doubt, to us ; but perhaps to him of vital impor- 
tance, and making him as jealous as Menelaus. I 
also reported to him the return of the agreeable Herr 
Kutter and his friend, Herr Frush, and how they and 
Mrs. Ickle had promenaded together in Kensington 
Gardens. 

The joyful news that Mrs. Ickle had apparently 
recovered her animal spirits, that her costume was 
fashionable and her manners lively, that, in short, she 
seemed to be doing her utmost to enjoy herself under 
her settlement, caused, I fancy, a pleasing reaction in 
his desponding mind, and convinced him that he was 
wasting time in moaning and retirement, for by the 
next post he informed me he had over-indulged in 
champagne, and lost ninety firancs at cards. 
* * * * 

It is but just I should record in Mrs. Icld<^'% 
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faTour that she continued to reside with her dear 
parents for upwards of ten months, a fact which goes 
largely to disprove Mr. Ickle's assertion that it was 
impossihle to live with her. 

But then, on the other hand, if we inquire closely 
into the particulars of this long stay, I fancy all will 
be forced to admit that but for the two hundred a-year 
paid for board and lodging, the child would long since 
have been dismissed by her parents ; and that, on the 
other hand, no one but a daughter would have sub- 
mitted to the eccentric behaviour of the De Cade 
familv. 

Mrs. Ickle often remarked — ^to herself— that she 
would not have put up with such meanness and plon- 
derinu firom anvbodv but her own, flesh and blood ; 
and Mr. De Cade frequently observed — to his wife — 
that if he could afford to send the girl to the right- 
abouts, she should not darken his door another 
minute. It was a pleasant family, and only required 
to be thoroughly known to be appreciated. 

The iirst and most delicate dispute was about the 
two hundred a-year. The lodger thought the amount 
decidedly high, and imagined that the contract might 
be taken at a lower figure, and even then yield a 
handsome profit. Might she suggest three guineas a 
week? 

Mrs. De Cade wondered how her daughter could 
talk in so inconsiderate a manner, and begged to 
observe that neither she nor Mr. De Cade kept an 
hotel, and that, indeed, it was only from affection for 
their child that they were induced to offer her an 
asylum in her distress. She trusted Anastatia would 
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not wound her by any further observations of that 
gross nature. 

Mrs. Ickle, who was as prudent a creature as ever 
bit a shilling, referred to the prices then prevalent at 
hotels, and compared tliem disparagingly with the 
tariff in force at Bloomsbury Square. 

Mrs. De Cade observed that if she heard any 
more on the subject she must, in self-defence, leave 
the room. A more heartless, selfish comparison she 
had never, from her girlhood, remembered to have 
heard. She would not, for thousands, that Mr. De 
Cade should learn of this humiliating dispute. 

There the matter ended, Anastatia determined 
that she would stay at the expensive mansion only 
just so long as it suited her convenience, and Mr. 
and Mrs. De Cade congratulating themselves that the 
dispute had terminated so profitably in their favour. 

No doubt Mrs. Ickle did intend removing her 
boxes ; but she was a lazy, lolling creature, and the 
exertion of packing was more than she was capable 
of going through with. So, for a month or two, she 
vowed from day to day that she would not, for 
worlds, stop a minute in the house " after to-morrow," 
and yet every night she slept in the same bed. 

But there was an evident coldness between the 
parents and their wealthy child. They concluded 
from her submission that she could not manage with- 
out them, and, consequently, withdrew from her 
all consideration and -delicacy; and she endured 
silently, because it was not worth while having a 
scene, considering the few hours she had to pass in 
their society. 
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The behaviour on both sides was petty and despi- 
cable in the extreme. The truth was, that Mrs. De 
Cade still expected obedience from her child, and 
Anastatia had tasted the sweets of power. There 
was a feeling, also, in her mind that, in virtue of her 
money, she was a fine lady, and ought to be looked 
up to. In fact, the entire ten months were occu- 
pied in a long, grumbling, silent quarrel ; the one 
complaining to herself that she was being robbed 
in the most barefaced manner, and the others 
keeping a sharp watch that she did not have 
the value of a penny more than was bargained 
for. 

The severe fighting -was usually reserved for the 
dinner hour. During the day they restricted them- 
selves to impertinent messages, which the servants 
might vary at their pleasure ; but at meal- times the 
real battling commenced. 

Mrs. Ickle would order Mary "Wumbs to bring 
down from her room " her sherry." The decanter 
was placed at her side, and after she had filled her 
glass, the stopper was replaced. Bob might eye the 
amber liquid as longingly as he chose, none of it wag 
for him. Mamma might hint that she thought she 
" too " would have a glass of wine, dear Stacy sipped, 
yet invited not. 

But the moments of revenge were severe and 
telling. "Whenever a friend dropped in to dine, Do 
Cade would flourish a bottle of champagne. Then 
the servant was ordered strictly to skip Mrs. Ickle's 
glass, and instructed««<K)n pain of dismissal — that even 
^ a gentleman eihouVd lecjOLa^^, \Jcift ^\^^>MEft o£ taking 
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wine with the finest girl, her glass was to be filled 
from her own decanter. 

" My daughter prefers sherry," observed Mr. De 
Cade, on one of these occasions. 

" I never touch chatnpagae, unless it is good,^^ re- 
torted the clever creature. 

When I became reconciled to Mrs. Ickle (such a 
nice woman kow, one of the sweetest of heaven's fa-* 
vourites — actually asks you to smoke), I told her that 
she would have been much better off had she engaged 
private apartments; for though the landlady might 
have found quite as much fault as Mrs. De Cade, yet, 
so long as the rent was paid, she would not have dared 
to grumble so openly. The discarded wife was in the 
hands of the tormentor, and heavy was the punish- 
ment. One would almost have accused Dolly of 
having bribed them to be relentless and constant in 
their torture. 

If the unfortunate lodger rang her bell more than 
once in the hour, it was Mrs. De Cade who answered 
it, and her remark was sure to be — " My dear Anas- 
tatia, I wish you would be a little more thoughtful ; 
that bell has done nothing but ring ! ring ! ring ! all 
the morning. Pray remember the servants have 
something better to do than to be answering your 
bell all the day." 

To which the dutiful child — who was never at a 
loss for a reply — would innocentiy answer — "I 
thought my two hundred a-year included attend- 
ance I" 

And mamma would run away, declaring that in 
her hoart she sincerely pitied poor Ickle^ «i\i4 xsis^ 
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longer wondered that he was glad to be rid of his 
wife. 

Another great cause of complaint was, that Mrs. 
Ickle was for ever sending the servants on errands. 
Now letters were to be posted "instantly;" now a 
bouquet was required from Covent Garden, or cabs 
had to be fetched. Nothing could exceed the wrath 
of Mrs. De Cade, when, on inquiring why the ser- 
vants had not done so and so, the answer was, that 
they had been out for Mrs. Ickle. 

Up-stairs to the drawing-room the dear mamma 
would rush, and, totally regardless of a notice to quit, 
would commence her heavy fire of reproaches, even 
before the door was perfectly opened. "In a big 
house like this, Anastatia, there is plenty of work to 
be done without your sending the servants tramping 
half over the town about your absurd fads. "What is 
that big, lazy creature of a Mary of yours doing, 
that you could not send her ! Eeally it is as if you 
were trying how unpleasant you could make yourself 
— so very inconsiderate 1" 

Inconsiderate was a favourite word with Mrs. De 
Cade. Supposing Mrs. Ickle did not appear at the 
breakfast-table, but sent Mary "Wumbs with her com- 
pliments, and she would be glad " to be served in her 
own room, if you please!" Mrs. De Cade couldn't 
contain herself from indignation. She said it was 
excessively inconsiderate. 

She hated that breakfasting in bed. She vowed 
it was lazy, unwholesome, irreligious, and many other 
dreadful things ; but without producing the slightest 
effect on her daughtex, "who simply replied, with the 
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well-used, but always irritating answer — " That when 
she arranged for two hundred a-year, it was not stipu- 
lated where or when she was to take her meals." 

Fires in the bedroom was another favourite griev- 
ance with the mother. During the cold weather 
Mrs. Ickle asserted that, acting under her medical 
man's advice, it was imperatively necessary for her to 
go to bed and rise with a fire in her apartment. Her 
mamma was nearly toppled over by such expensive 
coddling, and openly denied that the medical man had 
ever said anything of the kind. " Who was her 
medical man ? She didn't even believe she had one 
at all. Imperatively necessary, indeed! Impera- 
tively fiddlesticks !" 

Then she would instance herself as an example of 
what a healthy woman should be like — she who had 
never given way to' such pampering and outlandish 
quandaries ! She also wanted to ask Anastatia — " If 
her own mother could go without such stuff-o'-non- 
sense, why couldn't she, a young woman, and plump 
besides ?" 

The undutiful plump young woman, with the 
greatest composure, would reply — 

" Because my dear mother has a husband who will 
not let her do as she likes, I suppose. But I am my 
own mistress, and intend to be comfortable. Besides, 
Ilike the coddling and the stuff-o'-nonsense. Per- 
haps, too, I can afibrd it,,and you cannot." 

" Lighting the fires all day long ! Spoiling the 
carpets by carrying coals about the house — to say 
nothing of the servants' time, and the blacklead!" 
Mrs. De Cade would remark, but with decreasing 
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fierceness ; because, after all, if Anastatia was po^ 
tiyelj resolved to have a fire, it was not worth while 
risking a separation for the sake of a few coals and a 
little wood. 

Her father kept himself pretty clear of the 
domestic broils. He was fond of leaving the disputes 
to his wife, because then, if he was referred to as 
umpire, he could decide in his own favour. 

The only occasion upon which he spoke out de- 
cidedly, v^as when Mrs. Ickle kept the dinner waiting, 
which invariably happened three times a week. Even 
then, he was comparatively mild in his remarks, and 
never went beyond pointing out to his daughter the 
selfishness of one person keeping half-a-dozen hungry 
people waiting for their food, becatlse she would not 
put off her shopping until the morrow. 

He always finished his speech by saying — " Pray 
do not let it happen again, my dear, or I shall be 
seriously offended. Not another word I beg!" I 
suppose Anastatia was rather afraid of her father, for 
she never opposed him. 

It was indeed fated, that before the outcast lady 
quitted the home of her infancy, she should be the 
cause of quarrels all over the house — ^from down in 
the kitchens up to brother Bob's attic. 

The last-named gentleman at a very early period, 
with a haste which bespoke perfect destitution, re- 
quested his sister to oblige him with a sovereign. 
That was in itself enough to make her avoid him; 
and, as he did not get it, to divert all his brotherly 
affection from her. But before he finally made up 
his mind to join her persecutors, he once more tried 
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her for ten shillings, and yet once more for five ; and 
then, without attempting to disguise his real senti- 
ments, he gave all his moral and verbal support to his 
dear mother. 

He stole her wine, or drank half of it, and spoiled 
the rest by filling the decanter up with water. And 
she, to retaliate, was for ever complaining of head* 
aches, caused by Bob's smoking in the house ; and 
declaring, that if he did not at once give up his dis- 
gusting tobacco, she must beg to have her rooms 
changed, for the filthy stuff came down her chimney, 
and half suffocated her. 

When he termed her a stingy wretch, and rebuked 
her with her " luck" in getting hold of Dolly, she re- 
torted upon him that he had the manners of a pot- 
house, and the appearance of a stable-boy. They 
were a fair match for one another ; and as there was 
no love lost between them, their wit met with no 
check. 

The quarrel with her little sister Ann is easily 
explained away, and has been grossly exaggerated. 
It is undoubtedly true that Mrs. Ickle *did slap the 
child, but then the child kicked her sister in return, 
and tore the lace trimmings of her dress. 

The simple truth is, Mrs. Ickle caught her sister 
using her pomatum most extravagantly, as if she was 
buttering instead of greasing her hair, and she re- 
buked the child, who — ^treacherous, inquisitive little 
minx — grew spiteful, and threatened that if any com- 
plaint was made to head^quarters, she would tell 
everybody who came to the house that Anastatia 
kept rouge in her dressing-case. 
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Then Mn. Ickle was so disgnsied, that she forgot 
herself, and did slap the girl, who rushed screanung 
down-stairs to mother, and showed the red place. 

A pretty rumpus there was, loud enough to he 
heard halfway across the square. Agitated beyond 
control, mamma asked Anastatia how she dare behare 
in such a brutal, cowardly way to the poor child ? and 
threatening, if she ever did such a thing again, to hox 
her ears in return. It was no good Mrs. Ickle order- 
ing the lady to leave her private room, and vowing 
to send for a policeman ; there she stood, solid and 
indignant. 

What might have happened, it is useless to dwell 
upon ; hut it was a fortunate thing that De Cade 
heard the riot, and rushed up-stairs, shaming them 
both by the majesty of his expressive countenance, 
stopping their noisy tongues even more effectually 
than he stops teeth. 

One of Mrs. Ickle s famous methods of avenging 
herself on her mother, after these humiliating scenes, 
was to engage a box at the theatre, and have a 
brougham waiting at the door at least half an hour 
before it was wanted, so that all the house might 
know she was going out to enjoy herself. 

Her manner of saying loudly in the hall, " I shall 
be home before twelve," was almost maddening to 
Mrs. De Cade, who was especially fond of theatrical 
representations. The selfishness of Anastatia, in oc- 
cupying an entire box to herself, was voted to be the 
most revolting instance of mental perversion it was 
possible to mention, and, morally speaking, highly 
improper. 
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"You ought not to allow her to go, my dear," 
Mrs. De Cade would say to her husband. " How do 
we know who she has there to meet her, or who 
enters her box ? I only hope she will be famously 
insulted some of these nights. You should really in- 
sist, De Cade, either upon my accompanying her, or 
her staying at home." 

* One night Bob was ordered to follow the brougham, 
and money was given him to pay for a pit entrance, 
that he might spy his sister. He returned home with 
a pretty story about two German gentlemen, who 
were seated close behind Stacy, and leant forward to 
chat with her, so that their heads nearly touched; 
and he also told them about Stacy's laughing and 
looking at them sideways, and regularly (as ^e re- 
marked) " flirting a good 'un.'* 

All the family listened to this story with horror 
plainly depicted on their countenances. The expres- 
sion of mamma's eyes was almost religious. She lifted 
her hands and lifted her eyes^ by turns. All that she 
could utter was, that she " wouldn't have poor Mr. 
Ickle hear of it — ^no, not for twenty pounds!" and 
although De Cade knew the value of money too well 
to back such a rash offer (he himself would have told 
Ickle for ten), yet he remarked that it was high time 
he should speak seriously to Anastatia, and warn her 
of her dangerous, though, he was certain, as yet inno- 
cent, behaviour. 

I firmly believe that his interference was the 
principal reason why he lost his excellent boarder* 
Ladies are so sensitive in these matters, l^at they 
almost consider admonition to mean accusation, and, 
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to their utmost they resent the indelicate inter- 
ference. 

When De Cade insisted on knowing .who these 
gentlemen were, Mrs. Ickle fired up, like a tragedy 
queen on a good gallery night, and asked him how 
he dared accuse his own child of such fearful mis- 
conduct ? 

" Are they friends of your husband P" asked the 
dentist, half hoping she would answer " yes," and 
relieve him from further trouble. 

" My friends can never be the Mends of Mr. 
Ickle!" shrieked Anastatia, her eyes glittering like 
knives. 

" Would he, do you think, approve of your in- 
timacy with these foreign gentlemen P*' continued 
Saphael, wishing to goodness he had- never meddled 
with the business. 

Breathing so heavily, panting, in fact, to that 
degree, that if her sfcay-lace did not burst, a blood- 
vessel must, the offended daughter cried out — 

" Intimacy ! What intimacy ? Because I accept 
the polite escort of two gentlemen — mind that ! ttco 
gentlemen — am I to be accused of intimacy ? I never 
heard of such a thing ! Intimacy ! ! And what do 
you think it matters to me whether Mr. Ickle ap- 
proves of my conduct, or not ? His approval would 
have no more weight with me than his displeasure — 
indeed, yes, it would have less effect ! " 

Observing that her father flinched before her, 
Anastatia insisted on knowing who was the author of 
the wicked, wicked scandal P And when the dentist, 
who was no match for her, unless he had a bottle of 
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port under his belt, surrendered Bob as his authority, 
she instantly wrote him a line, requesting the return 
of a silver chain she had given him on his birthday, 
and further requesting that, for the future, he would 
never again speak to her. Neither of which requests 
were complied with, for the chain was not surrendered, 
and Bob' never allowed a chance to escape him of hint- 
ing at the box adventure ; indeed, at dinner-time, it 
became his favourite amusement to talk of nothing 
but German flutes, German sausages, and German 
umbrellas, and soliciting his sister's opinion on them 
and the entire German nation. 

To be even with her family for their taunts, Anas- 
tatia thought long over the different points on which 
they were most sensitive, and at last began to com- 
plain that the Bloomsbury table was not kept in the 
style and variety which she had been accustomed to 
since her marriage, or as she had been led to expect 
when so large a sum as £200 a-year was demanded 
of her. 

She was, by this time, ready and anxious to leave 
the paternal dwelling, and was only waiting until she 
had dealt a severe blow before she retired from the 
battle-field. 

But the moment had not yet arrived. True, Mrs. 
De Cade became very violent at the attack upon her 
housekeeping, and talked pointedly concerning certain 
pampered creatures, and spoke many beautiful truths 
respecting the number of poor in the land who would 
"jump!" at such excellent, Christian food as they 
were daily blessed with ; but neither side gained the 
fight. Anastatia replied that she knew nothing about 
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the poor, or jumping ; but she continued to eat sb 
heartily as usual, although no improvement in tbe 
number or quality of the dishes were perceptible, and 
Mrs. De Cade never retreating an inch from her 
solemn asseverations that she provided the best and 
most wholesome fare of all the respectable families in 
their respectable parish. 

Up to this time the kitchen had been peaceful as 
realms of bliss, the servants dwelling together like 
lambs in a fold. But, I presume from listening to her 
mistress's complaints, Mary "Wumbs grew discon- 
tented and pugnacious — took, as it were, the disease 
from contamination — and she and the cook had a 
desperate fall out. 

I did hear that the rainbow footman was somehow 
mixed np in the quarrel ; but I know for a fact, that 
the housemaid joined the cook, and the fellow in 
black rather inclined toward Mary "Wunrbs, who was 
not a bad-looking girl when her face was washed. 

The origin of this great under-ground shindy was 
never rightly known, the cook swearing Mary called 
her by a name she wouldn't disgrace herself by even 
repeating: but which turned out to be " cow ;" and 
Mary declaring she wouldn't stay in the house fop ten 
times her wages, if cook was to treat her like dirt 
under her feet. The matter ended in the rainbow 
footman bsing dismissed, and another exactly his size 
being engaged to wear out the livery. 

There is no doubt the rainbow footman was the 
scapegoat, sacrificed to restore quiet. The feeling in 
the family was, that Mary "Wumbs was the culprit, 
but her mistreat.' a iiiftaence protected her; for al- 



WHAT EXPEEIEKCE TEACHES. 329 

though by far too much of a lacjy to mix herself up in 
these vulgar kitchen disputes, still Mrs. Iclde willingly 
extended to her maid the support of her important 
ready-money position in the household. But when 
once a quarrelling fit has seized upon a family, the 
slightest, the meanest events act upon the spirits of 
the disputants. 

That very night Mrs. De Cade observed to her 
husband, that ever since Anastatia had set foot in the 
house, they had never known a moment's peace ; on 
the other hand, Mrs. Ickle stated to Mary Wumbs, 
that if this continual hubbub and bickering continued 
much longer, she must either take her departure, or 
wear a strait-waistcoat like other inmates of a mad- 
house. 

Now these absurd family jars had, up to this time, 
taken fully nine months for their perfect development. 
They had been the steps in the ladder by which the 
culminating dispute was to be reached. Indeed, it 
seemed as if all [parties were so anxious to hurry on 
the grand, final crash, and have it over, that the lull 
which followed the last tempest only brought tran- 
quillity for about ten days, the usual period of peace 
being three weeks. Then came the real tempest, the 
perfect typhoon, which so fearfully agitated the De 
Cade family, and sent the lodger adrift upon the 
wide world. 

It began in this way. The weather was ex- 
cessively warm — unpleasantly warm, I may say — and 
one night Mrs. Ickle could not sleep. The next 
morning she sent w.ord to her mamma that she wished 
to see her on the most pressing and important busi- 
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ness. When that lady, sniffing the battle afar off, 
presented herself, Mrs. Ickle declared the bedstead 
was infected with insects, and not fit for human use. 

'^It must be taken to pieces at once, and tho- 
roughlj cleansed," ordered Anastatia, without even 
waiting for a reply. 

This deadly insult — ^the severest that can be hurled 
at the head of a careful housekeeper — ^turned all the 
blood in Mrs. De Cade's veins to boiling pitch, and 
so tried her spirit, that her cap trembled like a thing 
of life. 

For some time the room seemed to be going round 
and round ; her eyesight was impaired, and indigna- 
tion annihilated her powers of speech. Her eye was, 
however, fiercer than her reply. 

" Then you must have brought them with you into 
the house ! " she hissed out. 

" I ! " replied Mrs. Ickle, with lady-like calmness, 
for she was thoroughly prepared. " I like that ! No 
nonsense, dearest mamma, I pray." 

" Yes ; in your boxes, I tell you ! or if you didn't, 
your filthy maid did," insisted Mrs. De Cade, the 
words getting sharper with use. 

It was so preposterous to imagine that a beautifid 
mansion, like the villa at Twickenham, could be 
guilty of harbouring such disgusting pests, and so 
much more probable that the ancient Bloomsbury 
tenement should be the breeding-place, that Mrs. 
Ickle simply laughed. 

That laugh made Mrs. De Cade gnash her teeth. 
" How dare you, Anastatia, how ^e you insult me 
with your wicked falsehoods ? This house, I tell you. 
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is fit for a king ; you might eat your dinner off the 
very boards ! How dare you make such a barefaced 
assertion ? During ten years I have lived in it, never 
have I heard of such a thing. G-o back to your own 
house ; return to your ovm filthy villa ! for here you 
shall not stop ! It only wanted this to make your 
impertinence perfect. I have done with you from 
this moment ! I can put up with a great deal, but I 
stop at dirt." 

And leave Mrs. Ickle did, and she removed to the 
nearest hotel, where the first week's bill was, strange 
to say, a few shillings less than her usual expenditure 
at dear father's dwelling. 

"When the dentist, who was like a madman when 
he heard of her having escaped from him, rushed after 
her, as he would after a good bargain, to try his 
utmost to bring her back, and spend her money with 
him, she showed the bill to him. 

He then, like a detected cheat, offered to reduce 
his charge, but the temptation came too late. " Nb, 
thank you, dearest papa, though it is very generous 
of you," answered Anastatia, pertly, "they are so 
very attentive and polite to me Jiere^^ 

Papa, beaten off, amused himself as he crept home 
with plotting how he could stop Stacy's income, under 
her settlement, and force her to return to the Blooms- 
bury eating-house. His only uncertainty was whether 
(he being in want of a little ready money) an action 
could not lie for- at least one quarter's notice to 
quit. 

Like a fool, he had forgotten to have a written 
agreement. His lawyer advised him he had no case. 
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After a time Mrs. Ickle discovered that living at 
an hotel, though comfortable, was dull. It had this 
drawback also, that unless she lived according to rule, 
restricting herself closely to her contract for neoes* 
saries, the bill amounted to something fearful. Hotel 
keepers are as fond of extras as builders. 

Disagreeable as she may have considered the society 
of her relations, whilst she resided with papa, yet she 
missed it very much on those long evenings, asj she 
lay upon the sofa, staring at the window, watching 
the daylight £ide, and wishing it was bedtime. It 
was better to have somebody to quarrel with than no- 
body to speak to. 

What could she do ? Head ! — She had been reading 
the newspaper. Go out for a walk ! — What, at that 
time of night ? and have all the people in the hotel 
talking about her. Why not go to the theatre, then ? 
— Look at the expense! How could she go alone 
unless she engaged a private box ? Absurd ! Have 
Mary Wumbs up for an hour or so? — Don't be so 
ridiculous. How could she chat with that creature ? 

The woman in her solitude was actually ungrate- 
ful to the sex which had downed her with her fine 
income. She at times wished she was a man. It is 
the worse sign possible when a lady wishes she were 
a man. 

What perfect liberty they enjoyed, she ai^;ued; 
go where they liked, do what they liked, and nobody 
to find fault. No doubt Adolphus was at that very 
moment enjoying himself finely. He was not moping 
on a sofa, she would be bound. He would learn 
pretty ways an.d ideas among those horrible French- 
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men. But it was no business of hers now, she had 
no right to interfere. 

The sojourn in Bloomsbury Square had taught her 
that as far as her o¥m family were concerned, she 
stood a much better chance of getting relief from the 
workhouse than from them. It was no use her look- 
ing towards that quarter for sympathy or comfort. 
They had quite changed in their manner towards her 
since her troubles. 

How differently they used to treat her, whilst she 
was mistress of the Twickenham villa ! So did every- 
body — ^people who now could barely behave with 
politeness. Even those two German stupids had 
altered their bearing since — since she gave up her 
house. She didn't know what it was exactly, but 
they were less considerate, yet more attentive ; less 
respectful, though more polite. They seemed to con- 
sider that now her husband was away, she had no 
right to expect formal behaviour, as if he had been 
the schoolmaster who preserved order and decorum, 
and she a schoolgirl, who, freed from his supervision, 
was expected to abandon her steady conduct. 

These were her thoughts during the long evenings, 
as she lay on the sofa. And during the day reflections 
were forced upon her, scarcely less painful. 

How rude the people were to her ! She was bad- 
gered and insulted ; pushed about and stared at. The 
lady hanging on to her husband's arm passed along in 
security, whilst she had a dozen eye-glasses flashing 
about her bonnet. The cabmen, that were civil 
enough when Adolphus inquired the fare, now an- 
swered her with the familiarity of an equal. Boys 
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with baskets knocked against her^ fellows with tracks 
shouted at her, costermongers passed remarks on her 
costume; in fact, everybody seemed less respectful 
than in the time when Adolphus was lord and master. 

Perhaps she was depressed, and only fancied these 
things; perhaps she didn't notice them then, but 
most certainly it seemed so to her now, and yeiy 
shocked she was with the change. 

To counteract these morbid impressions, she, after 
staying in-doors until it was painful for her to put on 
her walking boots, determined all at once to trayd 
about England, and see if the people in the country 
were better behaved than the Londoners. 

She darted away to Cheltenham, Bath, Malvern, 
etc., staying at each place just long enough to enjoy 
the excitement of a new residence, without being de- 
pendent upon society for her entertainment. It was, 
of course, solitary and tiring work this, riding about 
in flys to visit ruins, or inspect scenery, especially 
with such a companion as Mary "Wumbs, who, when- 
ever her mistress tried to inspire her with a little 
enthusiasm for a beautiful landscape, or a picturesque 
ruin, was nearly certain to reply, *' Shan't we be 
keeping dinner waiting, ma'am." 

Perhaps, if Mrs. Ickle had seen a chance ,of 
making acquaintances, she might have been induced 
to prolong her stay at either of these charming 
places, but people — at least female people — are, and 
always wiU be, suspicious of ladies who travel alone. 

She would have given the world to have been inti- 
mate with some nice clever girl, who would come and 
chat with her over the teapot. But unfortunately for 
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her, she was such a fine woman, that after she had 
been a week in town, she became a familiar object. 
Then came the usual inquiry of, " Who is she ?" It 
was soon known she had plenty of money, and kept 
her maid ; both excellent recommendations, but before 
they could profit her anything, the question of " "Who 
is she ?" had still to be answered. A widow ? No ; 
her husband, it was said, was abroad. Abroad ! that 
sounds queer ! and tbe mammas gathered the daugh- 
ters close to their skirts, and beat off all the amiable 
advances of the stranger — ^thrust her away with most 
deadly politeness and chilling affability. 

Perhaps, thought she, if I go further north, to 
where there is no chance of anybody having known or 
even heard of me, I should be more at my ease. 
Silly woman, nobody at the places she had already 
visited had the least idea that such a fine woman as 
Mrs. Ickle was in existence, until she had favoured 
them with her presence. 

It was her flowing robe, her effective bonnet, her 
excellent gloves, and the extensive display of her 
capital jewellery, that had attracted notice. But fol- 
lowing up her whim of running away to some distant 
spot, she set out for Scarborough. 

Determined to reap the benefit which the world 
so generously accords to people of wealth, she engaged 
apartments near Crescent Bead, drank the waters, 
subscribed to the bridge, and had a new dress, of the 
most extensive kind, made expressly for the first ball 
given at the Saloon. 

She, as usual, soon attracted considerable notice. 
There was an instantaneous dispute among the gentle- 
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men, as to whether she was a fine woman, a pretty 
woman, or merely a large woman. 

The ladies were in doubt whether her mannen 
were vulgar, aristocratic, or simply bold. 

They only waited to learn what her £amily was, the 
amount of her income, and the quality of her friends, 
before they could decide. 

She became so popular in Scarborough, as to he 
honoured with a nickname. 

" What can have become of ' the Buke," I haven't 
seen her all the day," inquired one young lady of 
another young lady, her friend. . 

" She was at the North Well this morning, dear, 
in ftiU regimentals, reviewing her troops, of course," 
replied the young lady, her friend. 

There was a good deal of jealousy in this spiteful 
reply. The cause of its spitefulness was that Mrs. 
Ickle, being, as we have five hundred times stated, a 
remarkably fine woman, had attracted the attention 
of several military gentlemen, stationed at, or kilh'ng 
time in, Scarborough. 

At the Saloon ball, she danced with Colonel Peach- 
stone, a dangerous sly rogue, of sixty, of the " wine- 
and- women" class, who, when he was tired of her as 
a partner, had introduced her to his friend, Major 
Urser, another whisker-dyed Adonis, of the " flowing- 
bowl" and " maiden-fair" school, who, in his turn, 
his legs losing their freshness, had presented her to 
his friend. Captain Biskit, a short-pipe and opera- 
dancer swell, of the utmost jockey type. 

These three had, ever since the Saloon ball, been 
very constant in t\ira attendance on Mrs. Ickle ; in 
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fact, they were as intimate as if they had known one 
another for years. They called upon her, walked out 
with her, arranged a picnic with her, at which she was 
the only lady — foolish woman — and once she had 
accepted a seat in the Coloners mail phaeton, and 
was driven about the country, which is beautiful and 
well worth seeing. 

For conquering these conquerors, she was styled 
by the envious, " the Duke," and these military heroes 
constituted the " forces." 

How it slipped out that Mrs. Ickle was a married 
woman, separated from her husband, is not worth 
while bothering ourselves about, but out it came — 
with a bang that disturbed aU the Scarborough 
notables. 

Mary Wumbs bore the punishment of having 
played traitor, and perhaps she deserved it. She was 
packed off to London with a month's wages in lieu 
of notice, and Mrs. Ickle was, within ten hours, 
denounced in every drawing-room and parlour, as a 
dangerous character, to be frowned down and kept at 
a distance, especially from husbands, and brothers, 
and sons. 

All the ladies said, when they heard the report, 
that they alway suspected something of the kind, and 
were not in the least surprised. 

She was informed of her terrible downfaU in a 
most imexpected and cruel manner. She, poor thing, 
had no idea of the sensation she had created in the 
town ; and was almost happy, dreaming that every- 
thing was progressing most favourably towards her 
introduction to Scarborough society. 
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The talk of the place was the gmnd ball, fcxr ^riiieh 
invitations were already issued, which Iiady BoMk- 
man, the elegant and accomplished consort of G^nenl 
Boastman, was about to give, at her magnificent 
mansion at Palsbrave. 

The !Pinest Q-irl was exceedingly anxious to be 
present at this ball ; not only because all Scarbarongh 
was to be there, but because it was such a capital waj 
of establishing her refi^ectability. She coaxed, and 
she implored her "troops" to procure her an invita- 
tion. They made so many excuses, and handed the 
job over from one to the other so playfully, that she 
clearly saw they disliked the undertaking. 

But why? What could be said against her, a 
lady of fortune, travelling for her health, that could 
render her unfit to enter a general's or a king's 
drawing-room ? It was not long before she was en- 
lightened on the subject. 

One morning she was strolling in the Subscription 
Gardens, wonderiDg, if the truth must be known, 
what had become of her gallants, when she heard 
them approaching by another walk, talking loud, and 
laughing louder. 

" My dear boy, you may have her with pleasure ; 
don't mind me !" said Major Urser. 

"Thank you," replied Captain Biskit, in a diy 
way, that made his companions shout ; " mudi 
obliged, but I won't rob you. I should like to see 
Mrs. Greneral's expression when I walked into the 
room with her hanging on my arm — ^that would be 
worth something ! No, thank you, I'll hand her over 
to the Colonel." 
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'^ I've sworn to have nothing to do with wives ae* 
parated from their husbands," retorted Colonel Peach- 
stone. " Besides, Mrs. Greneral would cashier me in 
a moment, and I can't afiSord it until I have finished 
THAT Madeira." 

*' From how many husbands did you say she was 
a^Mirated P" asked the Major, in his own particular 
way. 

" I'm the worst hand in the world at statistics^" 
answered the Colonel. 

" The great thing to know is, how far they are se- 
parated," observed the Captain. 

Poor lady ! She heard them *pass by her still 
talking about her, each question and reply causing a 
burst of merriment. She crept back to her apart- 
ments, and felt as if she could tear the world to 
pieces, and wring the necks of those three militarj 
wretches like curl-papers. 

All the world seemed to be taking Dolly's side in 
this quarrel. Go where she would, his avenging 
spirit followed, and set every one against her. She 
hated him now more than ever. 

Mary Wumbs was dismissed, and that piece of 
vengeance stimulated her for one day. But the next 
she wanted another victim, and as she couldn't find 
one, her depression seemed overpowering. She never 
stirred from home, but took to the sofa again, think*- 
ing over past glories — of the time when she was 
everybody, petted, adored, obeyed. Oh dear, oh dear ! 
what a change ! what a downfall ! 

The lady of the house persuaded her to see a me- 
dical man. He didn't know what she was suffering 
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from, nor was it likely she would tell him, bo he 
gaessed, and prescribed for a fresh maladj ewrj 
yisit. 

Her disease was disappointed yanity, and to have 
checked it, would have been to peril not only her life 
but her soul. She must be thoroughly ciu*ed, tiio- 
roughly deaosed and purified, and the world's doctcm^s 
shop must supply the physic. The tinctures and tonics 
she did not swallow, but she took her bitter regreto 
yery punctually, and the black thoughts were neyer 
missed at bed-time. 

How humiliating ! how uncharitable ! How could 
they judge — ^these harsh yerdict-givers on no eyidence? 
How did they know the facts of the case P Because 
her husband was a little brute, was she to be elbowed 
out of the respectable world, all through that little 
whipper-snapper of a Dolly, because he must giye 
himself airs, and expect her to " do" the slaye ? 

As if it wasn't honour enough for him to possess 
such a magnificent creature as she was — a diminutite 
wretch, almost small enough for her to wear him on 
her charms ! It was past her comprehension. Ap- 
parently, splendid hair and expressiye eyes were ob- 
jected to. It really seemed as if beauty in a woman 
was a drawback. 

And so it was. It made every woman her enemy. 
Iliat was it, no doubt ! Look at the deformed, half- 
grown, ugly little wretches thafc eyery day she met <m 
the esplanade, with a dozen men buzzing around them, 
and treating them like queens! To think that she 
was to be spumed, and they positively courted ! 

The fact waa — due ia»w tWi plainly enough — she 
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liad come before her time ; slie sliould have been bom 
in those dear happy times, when a handsome face was 
thought something of — ^when men went mad for a 
smile, and put on armour and killed one another to 
oblige their fair ones I Now, actually, people were so 
fastidious, that thej wanted a woman to be an angel 
both inside and out. But they might say and do 
what they liked — they should not conquer her ! She 
would show them that she was somebody after all, 
and that her little wretch of a husband, with his chest 
smaller than her waist, should not monopolize all of 
the respect and dignity, and she only the insults ! It 
was absurd ! — but worse ! much worse ! ! it was true ! 
In this way did the unfortunate woman rave, until 
she had fretted the beauty from her face, and the 
strength from her body. 

I shall always say it was the beef-tea and low diet 
that conquered her, as stopping the corn subdues a 
vicious horse. Or, if you prefer it, prudence effected 
the change. She found herself helpless and despised, 
without that little man to give her value— a gun with- 
out powder, a ship without sails, a gridiron without 
ribs. She saw thoroughly that he was a necessary 
appendage, more so even than silk dresses and clean 
gloves — that in his coat-tail pocket he carried the 
honours and respect she coveted. 

Having once convinced herself of this, she, from 
self-love, tried to think favourably of the necessity, 
and persuade herself that Dolly was as worthy and 
good as most men. Since she must have him back, 
why not embellish him with fancied attributes ? So 
she set well to work to examine what her own con- 
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duct bad been, and bow he bad fulfilled his datiea is 
ber busband. Wbat matter bow we reach the traih, 
80 long as tbe truth is reacbed 1 The result oi ber 
self-questionings was announced to me per post. The 
eonfession of guilt ran. as follows : — - 

" Bear Sir, — ^Where is my busband P Tell him I 
would give my life to bear him say be forgiyes me." 

Per submarine, tbrougb tbe air per telegraph wire 
flew my summons, and per first train came tbe littte 
man. He wasbed, combed, and sbirted, and then per 
special to Scarborougb. 

He felt like a conqueror — not one of your cat 
and slash, savage, blood-tbirsty conquerors, but one 
of your mild, love and kindness conquerors — as be 
stood before tbe weeping Anastatia, who would kiss 
bis band. 

They came together again like a newly-married 
couple. She, witb tbe coldness of an ended quarrel 
to replace the timidity of tbe bride, and be with tbe 
generosity of tbe victor in lieu of tbe lover's warmtb. 
It bad just tbe same effect, and answered capitally. 

Now, witb ber busband to trot by ber side — ^tbat 
little man a savage sheep might exterminate with one 
butt in his little stomach — she became the heroine of 
the town. Everybody bad thought so badly of ber 
that, rebuked by the truth, they apologized by cour- 
tesies and friendship. 

Mr. Ickle was much petted and praised, because 
he was about as simple a little fellow as ever felt 
grateful for attentions paid to one he loves. Mrs. 
Ickle commanded great respect, because she had been 
abused, and took no notice of it. 
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It BO happened that in the Ickles' ^mily there had 
been one who, from his babyhood, was remarkable for 
his fierceness. He entered the army, and became a 
terribly good of&cer. This Ickle the brave hadj served 
in India, under General Boafitman, and, by the early 
delivery of a letter imploring immediate reinforce^ 
ments, had saved the lives of an entire regiment. 

The general no sooner heard the name of Ickle 
than he trembled like a child, for he was a very emo- 
tional man, and rushed off to leave a card in Crescent 
Eoad. He instantly recognized the Ipkle nose; swore 
Dolly was the image of his uncle, and the next day 
Lady Boastman forwarded invitations to her ball. 

So, after all, Mrs. Ickle, without the aid of those 

trusty fighting men, the colonel, the major, and the 

captain, had the satisfaction of displaying her silks in 

the first drawing-room in Scarborough. It gave Dolly 

a great lift in her estimation. 

* * * * 

Within the last year I have had the pleasure of 
dining with Mr. and Mrs. Ickle, at the Twickenham 
villa. The lady is affable and tame, the gentleman is 
generous as ever, and, I fancy, stouter. Perhaps 
his heart has expanded with happiness, and puffed 
him out a little. 

Mrs. Ickle calls me " Todd," which soothes me. 
When she places the cigars on the table (in the 
library, mind), she usually says, " Only one ;" but I 
don't pay any attention to her commands, and always 
take three. 

I heard Dolly say, not a month ago (I like to be 
mysterious), at eleven o'clock at night — 
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" Stacy, can't we have some supper ! '* 

Bj the fish in the sea, it was served. 

He then remarked — 

" You go to bed. I shall play another rubber." 

By the stars above us, she called for her chamber 
candlestick. 

If he had said, " I shan*t be home all night," I do 
believe she would have brushed his hat for him, and 
asked him if he wanted any money. 

Jack Todd, 
Surgeon— Vaccination Gratis. 
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